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PREFACE 


Deity,  descending  from  the  abodes  of  bliss, 
and  tabernacling  with  man,  is  a  truth  of  a 
magnitude  so  immeasurable  by  mortal  powers, 
unassisted  by  divine  influences,  that  human 
intellect  starts  back  astonished  at  the  sublime 
Revelation,  and  doubts,  where  it  dare  not 
deny. 

Had  it  been  handed  down  to  us,  attended 
by  common  evidences  merely,  such  doubts  might 
have  been  pardonable ;  but  when,  in  com- 
passion to  the  infirmities  of  our  nature,  the 
omniscient  God  has  condescended  to  introduce 
to  us  the  transcendent  blessing,  by  the  dawn  of 
prophecy,  and  the  meridian  brightness  of  well- 
attested  miracles,  bringing  life  and  immortality 
to   light,    and    proffering  to   man  the  unfading 
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Crown  of  Glory — to  doubt,  becomes  impious — 
to  deny,  is  to  blaspheme. 

Inspired  by  the  prospective  view  of  the 
coming  glory,  Job  exclaims,  "  I  know  that  my 
Redeemer  liveth."  Isaiah,  overpowered  with 
the  increasing  effulgence,  announces  the  glad 
tidings — "  To  appoint  unto  them  that  mourn  in 
Zion — to  give  unto  them  beauty  for  ashes — the 
oil  of  joy  for  mourning — the  garment  of  praise 
for  the  spirit  of  heaviness — that  they  might  be 
called  trees  of  righteousness — the  planting  of 
the  Lord— that  he  might  be  glorified."  Angels 
contemplate  the  awful  mysteries  of  human 
Salvation  with  admiration — and  shall  man  be 
silent?  No.  Morning  and  evening,  in  the 
watches  of  the  night,  and  in  the  revolving 
hours  of  each  succeeding  day,  let  him  join  all 
nature  in  the  hymn  of  praise. 

If  the  Mount  of  Parnassus,  or  the  springs  of 
Helicon,  were  thought  capable  of  invoking  tin1 
heathen  poets,   how  much  more  should  the  hill 
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of  Calvary,  and  the  rich  streams  from  the 
Fountains  of  Eternal  Life,  rouse  the  Christian 
to   the  song  of  thanksgiving ! 

But,  in  despite  of  the  blaze  of  evidence,  with 
which  the  candid  and  humble  inquirer  views 
Christianity  surrounded,  Infidelity  stalks  abroad. 
Had  it  been  confined  to  a  neighbouring  country 
merely,  the  chastisements  of  the  Almighty  have 
been  so  apparent  there,  that  further  animadver- 
sion might  have  been  unnecessary.  But  in 
Britain,  that  land  which,  above  all  others,  has 
enjoyed  the  rich  effulgence  of  Revelation,  the 
ribaldry  of  the  hackneyed  writer,  and  the  pen  of 
the  eloquent,  have  gone  abroad  in  the  face  of 
day,   to  undermine  peace  and  happiness, 

We  lament  much,  that  the  genius  of  Lord 
Byron  should  have  given  rise  to  these  remarks ; 
but  the  more  exalted  the  taste,  and  the  brighter 
the  genius,  which  advocates  a  bad  cause,  the 
more  necessary  it  is  to  repel  it  witli  the  powerful 
and  all-prevailing  voice  of  truth. 
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As  with  a  poetic  eye,  and  with  a  proud 
exultation,  he  ranges  Greece  and  Italy,  those 
amphitheatres  on  which  classic  literature  was 
displayed,  each  ruin,  each  monument  awakens 
the  powers  of  harmony;  but,  although  those  very 
countries  were  equally  the  scenes  on  which  some 
of  the  more  momentous  events  connected  with 
the  Christian  dispensation  were  displayed,  these 
awful  realities  are  not  deemed  worthy  even  of  a 
transient  notice. 

Had  this  been  all,  Christian  feeling  might 
have  lamented  that  talents  so  pre-eminent  had 
not  been  enlisted  in  a  nobler  cause.  But 
modern  scepticism,  with  notes  of  triumph  worthy 
of  a  better  theme,  sounds  the  tocsin,  opens  the 
trenches,  and  commences  an  attack  on  a  religion, 
which  has  supported  martyrs  at  the  stake,  and 
the  sorrowful  sons  of  humanity  amidst  sorrow 
and  sadness. 

Self  banished  from  his  native  land,  the  spot 
which  Lord  Byron  has  chosen  for  his  residence, 
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is  calculated  eminently  to  awaken  the  most 
serious  reflections  :  surrounded  on  the  one  hand 
with  vestiges  of  that  deluge,  which  has  shaken 
the  Alpine  mountains  from  their  bases;  and 
on  the  other  hand,  the  funereal  torches,  already 
lighted  up  from  those  internal  fires  which  are 
destined  one  day  to  consume  this  ponderous 
earth;  volcanoes  burn,  and  earthquakes  shake 
the  ground  —Vesuvius  blazes — Etna  threatens — 
the  elements  will  melt  with  fervent  heat — and  a 
burning  universe  will,  ere  long,  announce  that 
"  Time  shall  be  no  longer." 

Should  these  pages  ever  meet  the  eye  of 
Lord  Byron,  the  Author  hopes  he  will  view 
them  as  the  language  of  expostulation,  rather 
than  of  anathema;  they  come  from  the  pen 
of  one  who  has  doubted  that  faith  in  which  he 
now  believes,  and  who,  not  being  in  any  way 
connected  with  the  professional  character,  has 
no  other  cause  to  support,  than  that  of  truth. 
If  he  has  withheld  his  name,  it  is  not  that  he 
is   ashamed  of  those  doctrines,   in  defence  of 
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which  prophets,  apostles,  and  martyrs  have  met 
banishment,  tortures,  and  death,  with  fortitude 
and  joy ;  but  he  feels  it  can  add  nothing  to  the 
splendour  of  truth.  He  ventures  forth  to  the 
contest,  like  David  of  old,  with  stone  and  sling 
only. 

That  the  all-pervading  Spirit  of  Light  and 
Life  may,  by  an  irresistible  energy,  carry  con- 
viction to  the  heart  of  Lord  Byron,  is  the 
unfeigned  desire  and  prayer  of 

THE  AUTHOR. 
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POETICAL    EPISTLE 


TO    THE    RIGHT    HONORABLE 


&or&  a$arom 


jYIan  walks  the  earth,  a  "  miracle  to  man," 
His  mind  unlimited,  his  life  a  span; 
The  middle  link  amidst  creation's  space — 
Above  the  brute,  beneath  angelic  race. 
T'  explore  his  being,  heathen  sages  strove 
In  vain;  till  the  Creator,   God  of  Love, 
In  wisdom  high  enthroned,  and  clothed  with  might, 
Chasing  the  darkness  of  the  pagan  night, 
Revealed  a  brighter  hope — brought  immortality  to  light. 


II. 


Formed  with  a  soul,   this  nether  world  to   spurn, 
And  mount  above  bright  realms,  where  planets  burn, 
Why  boast  yourself  the  creature  of  a  day, 
Dark  child  of  doubt — sad  offspring  of  dismay? 
Were  this  the  whole  of  being,  who  could  bear 
The  turmoils  and  the  pangs  we  meet  with  here? 
Where  pampered  wealth,  where  avarice  and  pride, 
If  chance   to  some  ignoble  name  allied, 
Turns  genius,  science,   taste,  and  humble  worth  aside. 


III. 


Were  it  the  whole  of  being,   'tis  most  true 
The  dust  you  tread  boasts  longer  date  than  you : 
That  clod  was  fashioned  at  creation's  birth — 
'Twill  hold  a  place  when  you  have  passed  from  earth. 
Yon  golden  ear  of  vegetable  grain 
Will  rot — will  die — but  spring  to  life  again; 
Verdant  'twill  bloom,  through  each  succeeding  year, 
Long  distant  ages  to  delight  and   cheer, 
Stranger  to  sorrow's  pang,  insensible  to  fear. 


IV. 


I  mark  your  mind, — its  high  aspiring  aim 
Asserts  precedence,  and  maintains  its  claim; 
But  wherefore  blaze,  like  meteoric  star, 
Which  in  its  devious  course  melts  into  air  ? 
Astonished  mortals  view  its  rapid  flight, 
Tremble,  and  gaze,  with  wonder  and  affright. 
Resemble  rather  yonder  orb  of  day, 
Which,  as  it  mounts  on  its  majestic  way, 
Dispels  the  gloom  of  night,  and  drives  the  mist  away. 


V. 


1  would  not  check  bright  genius  on  the  wing — 
Mine  be  the  task  to  urge  it  on  to  sing : 
The  song  of  genius  boasts  such  power  to  charm, 
The  threatening  ills  of  life  it  can  disarm ; 
Like  Lethe's  waters,  driving  far  away 
The  deep  regrets  of  sorrow's  darksome  day. 
I  viewed  your  early  mountings  with  delight, 
Tracked  the  young  Eaglet,  in  its  daring  flight, 
And  saw  him  reach  secure,  the  lofty  craggy  height. 
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VI. 


Oft,  with  Childe  Harold,  did  my  footsteps  stray, 
As  through  the  world  he  took  his  devious  way, 
Retracing  scenes  once  dear  to  Attic  lore — 
Scenes,  which  awake  a  sigh  and  bid  deplore : 
For  who  can  trace  where  Sages  once  did  tread, 
Nor  feel  deep  reverence  for  the  mighty  dead  ? 
Greece! — when  thy  levelled  cities  burst  on  sight, 
Illumined  by  bright  beams  of  classic  light, 
We  pause  amid  the  ruined  heaps  with  wonder  and  delight. 


VII. 

So — should  barbarian  rage  sweep  far  away 
The  tomb  of  Newton  —  or  should  time  decay 
That  valued  mausoleum,  or  deface 
Its  lineaments,  till  we  no  more  can  trace 
The  name,  the  name  revered,  which  once  it  bore, 
And  leave  us  but  to  sigh  and  to  deplore : 
In  after  times — at  some  far  distant  day — 
Should  Britons  find  the  spot  where  Newton  hi\ 
Thus  would  posterity  reverr  the  ever-honored  clay, 


VIII. 

In  praise  of  Greece — Oh,  list,  as  I  prolong 
The  welcome  theme,  as  dear  to  sacred  song; 
Sparta — may  boast  her  heroes  rolled  in  blood ; 
Athens — her  Parthenon  and  sacred  wood; 
But  Antioch  can  urge  a  nobler  claim : — 
There — Christians  first  received  the  honored  name- 
There  rose  the  scion — there  burst  forth  the  root 
Of  that  life-giving  tree,  whose  every  shoot 
Yields  Gilead's  healing  balm,  and  never-failing  fruit. 


IX. 


Turn  not  indignant  from  the  lofty  theme, 
Nor  scorn  the  proffered  boon,  nor  dare  blaspheme ; 
Oh !   it  will  dignify  your  noblest  powers, 
And  raise  your  soul  above  earth's  loftiest  towers; 
Pause  and  examine — spurn  not  with  a  sneer, 
What  angels  venerate — what  devils  fear: — 
Can  it  be  needful,  in  this  cause  divine, 
To  decorate  with  feeble  praise  of  mine, 
What,  with  its  own  effulgence,  oledr  fend  bright  doihshmr 


No — I  would  rather  turn  you  to  each  page, 
Rich  with  the  stores  of  wisdom,  fruits  of  age, 
And  philosophic  lore — which  Newton  taught, 
Where  Locke,  and  Boyle,  and  Addison  have  wrought : 
Gigantic  minds — endued  with  power  to  scan 
The  Sceptic's  path,  whilst  waging  war  on  man 
And  his  high  destinies — content  to  roam, 
Like  the  dull  spider  round  his  narrow  home, 
And  vent  on  every  side,  his  morbid  ven'mous  foam. 


XI. 


True  Sages  these — their  lives — their  records  stand 
The  boast — the  glory  of  our  Albion's  land : 
Ope,  then,  the  Sacred  Book,  and  welcome  there 
The  antidote  to  doubt,  or  dark  despair. 
It  comes  its  own  bright  witness  on  each  page, 
The  guide  of  youth,  the  solace  of  old  age: 
Fear  you  its  truths  will  war  with  your  delight ! 
The  Owls  and  Bats  prefer  the  shades  of  night — 
The  Eagle  dwells  amidst  the  radiant  blaze  of  light. 


XII. 


Parnassus'  streams  could  boast  no  balmy  power 
To  sooth  distress,  or  cheer  the  dying  hour ; 
Round  Calvary's  Mount  the  purest  fountains  flow, 
To  mitigate  or  banish  human  woe ; 
There's  not  a  pang  that  suffering  man  can  feel, 
But  Calvary  offers  sovereign  balm  to  heal  : 
The  hut  of  poverty  it  cheers  awhile ; 
Life's  heaviest  load  of  guilt  it  doth  beguile, 
And  gilds  the  parting  hour,  the  death-bed,  with  a  smile. 


XIII. 

"  Men  may  live  fools,  but  fools  they  dare  not  die:' 
Ask  the  instructive  page  of  history, 
What  its  best  legends  tell: — survey  that  page 
Which  traces  Lyttleton  from  youth  to  age. 
Wherever  pleasure  reared  her  standard  high, 
His  soul  was  fired — he  was  "  all  ear,  all  eye;' 
Linked  to  her  car,  and  redolent  of  joy, 
He  sought,  unwearied,  every  gilded  toy, 
Yet  found  her  best  pursuits — still  mingled  with  alloy. 
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XIV. 

He  turned  from  earth,  and  raised  a  suppliant  e 
To  One  who  ne'er  disdained  contrition's  sigh; 
Who,  when  He  bids  the  armory  of  heaven 
Shake  the  round  world — the  solid  rocks  are  riven- 
The  ocean  quits  its  bed — volcanoes  start — 
All  nature  trembles  at  His  fearful  dart — 
Still  round  His  throne  a  radiant  glory  beams, 
The  song  of  angels,  and  the  prophets'  themes, 
Eternal  mercy  flows  in  everlasting  streams. 


XV. 

Trace  the  full  current  from  its  purest  source ; 
Mark  how  it  winds  through  earth  its  glorious  course ; 
Then  mount,  as  wafted  on  angelic  wing, 
And  taste  pure  pleasure  at  its  fountain  spring : 
Rivers  of  joy  perpetual  courses  run  ; 
No  night  is  there — for  heaven's  eternal  sun 
Sheds  life,  and  light,  and  happiness  around : 
The  trees  of  life  with  richest  fruits  abound, 
The  peace  of  God,  in  those  bright  realms  is  ever  found. 


XVI. 

I  grant  "  there's  fragrance  in  the  mountain  air," 
No  sensual  joys  with  nature's  charms  compare; — 
But  mount  "  through  nature  up  to  nature's  God," 
See  where  He  sheds  His  blessings  all  abroad: 
He  bade  that  mountain  lift  its  form  on  high, 
Perfumed  the  air  with  fragrance ;  and  yon  sky, 
With  all  its  peopled  orbs  that  nightly  shine, 
Proclaim  Omnipotence  in  every  line, 
Thro'  all  their  circling  spheres  they  mark  the  hand  divine. 


XVII. 

Why  is  your  muse  thus  dead  to  patriot  worth? 
Have  you  foresworn  the  region  of  your  birth? 
Venetian  nymphs  and  proud  Hispania's  dames, 
On  your  light  song  possess  superior  claims. 
Can  you  forget  each  dear  domestic  scene, 
That  charmed  you  once,  on  Albion's  village  green? 
Can  you  despise  the  pure  content  which  reigns 
On  each  returning  Sabbath,  midst  her  plains, 
When  her  assembled  crowds  pour  forth  their  grateful 
strains  ? 
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XVIII. 

When  your  young  muse  burst  on  the  march  of  time, 
With  pledge  of  genius,  genuine  and  sublime, 
To  nature  and  to  virtue's  feelings  true, 
Your  country  turned  with  fondest  hope  to  you : 
Alas,  how  fallen !     Did  not  conscience  speak, 
When  first  Don  Juan  on  your  mind  did  break? 
Did  not  some  small  still  voice  assail  within, 
T' abstain  from  such  licentious  tale  of  sin? 
What  fiend  could  urge  you  on,  what  muse  the  song  begin? 


XIX. 

You  own  the  British  fair  have  loveliness — 
Their  bosoms  are  the  abodes  of  every  grace ; 
There  Chastity  has  fixed  her  central  throne, 
Virtue  claims  Britain's  daughters  for  her  own: 
Wherefore,  then,  strive  such  purity — pollute, 
By  once  more  tempting,  with  most  deadly  fruit  ? 
Of  all  that's  amiable  'mongst  woman-kind, 
Those  who  imbibe  your  scenes  of  lust,  will  find 
They're  levelled  with  the  brute,  if  once  debased  in  mind. 
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XX. 

The  basilisk,  as  naturalists  declare, 
By  eye  of  brightness,  lures  into  its  snare 
The  feathered  choristers ; — too  late  they  find 
The  sparkling  eye,  bears  deadly  sting  behind : 
When  thus  you  strive  f  entice  from  virtue's  way, 
You  act  the  Serpent's  part ; — you  lead  astray 
Each  unsuspecting  youth,  who  urged  along, 
By  your  too  fascinating  powers  of  song, 
Joins  inadvertently,  the  thoughtless,  dazzled  throng. 


XXI. 

Say,  doth  your  lofty  towering  mind  disdain 
The  beaten  path,  where  every  way  is  plain, 
To  soar  above  your  race  ?    Yet,  mark  it  well, 
Urged  by  ambition,  rebel  angels  fell; 
Highest  amidst  creation's  forms  they  strove 
To  war  against  Omnipotence  and  love : 
Fallen  from  their  happy  heights,  in  chains  they  own 
His  power,  who  by  a  fiat  from  his  throne, 
Forced  them  from  bliss,  beneath  His  wrath  to  groan. 
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XXII. 

Why  strive  to  hide  delinquency  behind 
The  panoply  of  Milton's  holy  mind? 
His  rebel  angels  warred  indeed  'gainst  God, 
Who  hurled  them,  justly,  from  the  heavenly  road. 
Milton — in  all — an  antidote  has  given, 
To  justify  to  man,  the  ways  of  heaven. 
Your  country's  voice  is  heard  aloud  to  blame; 
It  deems  you  glorying,  where  you've  cause  of  shame, 
When  Lucifer  blasphemes  the  adored,  the  sacred  name. 


XXIII. 

From  Paradise,  if  our  first  Parents  fell, 
As  Inspiration's  sacred  legends  tell, 
One  test  of  their  obedience,  only,  given, 
To  prove  their  claims  to  the  applause  of  heaven — 
Shall  man  complain?    Had  they  not  power  to  choose 
The  good  to  take,  the  evil  to  refuse? 
They  ate,  and  violated  His  command, 
Who  holds  the  fate  of  worlds  within  His  hand — 
Just  are  His  judgments — all  His  will  shall  stand. 
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XXIV. 

Still  less  shall  the  first  murderer  complain. 
Red  is  that  spot,  indelible  that  stain, 
Which  his  dire  deed  entailed  upon  our  race ; 
Midst  criminals  he  holds  the  primal  place. 
Deep  was  his  guilt,  inhuman  was  his  will — 
Why  load  him  with  accumulated  ill  ? 
Sore  was  his  punishment — a  wanderer  driven, — 
Why  league  him  with  infernals  against  heaven? 
Why  place  him  out  of  hope  to  be  forgiven? 


XXV. 

Not  so  blest  patriarchs  teach ; — from  them  we  learn, 
Although  God's  ire  indignantly  did  burn, 
Compassion  tempered  justice — Cain,  preserved 
From  the  just  doom  his  guilt  had  well  deserved — 
Death,  by  the  hand  of  man;  in  exile  found 
The  mercy  of  the  God  of  truth  abound : 
In  Eden's  plains  the  glorious  streams  began, 
Through  rolling  years,  its  plenteous  currents  ran, 
Destined  to  elevate  the  sinking  hopes  of  man. 
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XXVI. 

Cain  felt,  indeed,  that  curse — a  guilty  soul ; 
Fear  seemed  all  other  feelings  to  control ; 
The  wildest  passions  harrowed  up  his  breast ; 
Guilt  reigned  supremely  there :   stranger  to  rest, 
Terrific  visions  tore  him  through  the  night, 
Joyless  came  on  the  dawn  of  morning  light. 
But  let  not  erring  man  presume  to  say 
The  doom  of  Cain  on  that  tremendous  day, 
When  judgment  thrones  will  stand,  in  terrible  array. 


XXVII. 

Oh!  had  he  caught  a  spark  from  that  bright  flame, 
Which  beamed  around  his  brother's  honored  name; 
Oh  !  had  he  joined  in  Abel's  sacrifice, 
Which  rose  like  fragrant  incense  to  the  skies ; 
The  enemy  of  souls,  had  had  no  power 
To  swerve  his  bosom  in  temptation's  hour ! 
Serenely  bright  his  days  had  glided  on  ; 
The  Godhead's  pledged  such  sacrifice  to  own, 
As  it  ascends  on  high,  towards  the  eternal  throne. 
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XXVIII. 

And  hath  not  Eve  entailed  upon  our  race 
Enough  of  misery,  of  deep  disgrace? 
Why  bid  her  curse  the  offspring  of  her  womb, 
And  interdict  him  from  all  joys  to  come? 
This  is  indeed  to  make  of  earth  a  hell, 
Where  daemons  sport,  and  damning  spirits  dwell : 
Had  scenes  like  these  deformed  the  infant  world, 
The  flag  of  justice  had  been  swift  unfurled, 
God's  thunderbolts  of  vengeance,  in  His  ire  been  hurled. 


XXIX 

Are  there  not  crimes  enough  upon  our  earth, 
To  wake  the  sorrowing  sympathies  to  birth  ? 
Hath  not  vice  played  full  havoc  with  our  bliss? 
The  daily  records  mark  enough  of  this: 
A  mother  curse  her  son! — Nature,  aghast, 
Shrinks  back  and  trembles  at  the  deadly  blast : 
Darkness  would  veil  the  skies  in  deeper  gloom, 
Than  that  which  plays  around  the  murky  tomb- 
That  portal  wide,  which  leads  to  an  eternal  home. 
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XXX. 

An  hour  may  come,  when  you,  my  Lord,  will  need 
Some  faithful  friend,  whose  truly  Christian  deed 
Shall  smooth  your  dying  pillow,  and  sustain 
Your  aching  head,  midst  agonizing  pain ; 
The  world  will  view  you,  in  that  trying  scene, 
"  A  spectacle  to  angels,  and  to  men :" 
Then  may  the  faith  you  now  presume  to  spurn, 
Compel  you  to  the  God  of  love  to  turn, 
And  shed  a  sacred  halo  o'er  your  funeral  urn. 


XXXI. 

Whether  that  solemn  moment  shall  arrive 
On  desart  plains,  or  midst  the  peopled  hive; 
The  beating  bosom  asks  some  sovereign  balm, 
Its  dark,  foreboding,  awful  fears  to  calm : 
Grant  but  the  possibility, — to  be 
A  future  state — a  dread  eternity — 
How  it  shall  fare  in  realms  untried,  unknown? 
How  launch  into  that  ocean  gulf  alone  ? 
May  well  excite  some  anxious,  deep  prophetic  groan. 
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XXXII. 

The  Infidel,  who  dares  his  arm  to  raise 
Against  the  Ancient  of  Eternal  days, 
Wars  with  Omnipotence — and  thus  defies 
The  Holy  One — the  Monarch  of  the  Skies : 
Hath  He  made  known  to  man  His  sovereign  will? 
The  voice  of  Reason  urges — Peace — be  still; 
Oh,  measure  not  by  an  inferior  mind, 
What  leaves  angelic  natures  far  behind, 
Nor  startle  back  amazed,  though  "  Mystery"  you  find. 


XXXIII. 

Doth  not  deep  mystery  through  all  abound? 
Ask  of  philosophers,  the  most  profound, 
Those  who  gained  on  earth  the  noblest  name, 
And  soared  on  science  wing  to  well-earned  fame : — 
Go,  weigh  their  answer  well  "  before  it  flies" 
'Twill  guide  you  to  the  doctrine  of  the  skies  : 
No  further  shalt  thou  go — is  not  confined 
To  ocean's  waves  alone,  their  rage  to  bind ; 
'Tis  stamped  throughout  Creation's  every  form  and  kind. 
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XXXIV. 

Resolve  me,  if  you  can — Where  dwelleth  light  \ 
How  chaseth  it  the  shades,  the  glooms  of  night  ? 
Flies  it  upon  the  atoms  of  the  air? 
Or  comes  it  forth  around  Aurora's  car  I — 
Travel  in  thought,  amidst  unbounded  space ; 
Track  glowing  comets  in  their  devious  race ; 
Mount,  as  on  Seraph's  wiug,  and  bring  us  down 
New  Revelations  from  the  eternal  throne, 
Ere  you  the  present  record  doubt,  or  dare  disown. 


XXXV. 

Inform  us,  too,  what  strong  mysterious  hand 
Connects  each  surface  in  the  grains  of  sand : 
Explain  the  magnet's  universal  power, 
That  guides  the  mariner,  in  darksome  hour 
Through  pathless  ocean,  amidst  billow's  foam, 
And  leads  him  safely  to  his  destined  home : 
Clear  up  all  these,  and  other  doubts  will  rise, 
Innumerable  as  armies  of  the  skies, 
Till  doubt  on  doubt  o'erwhelm,  with  deep  and  vast  surprise. 
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XXXVI. 

Not  less  in  Providence  doth  God  demand 
From  man  full  faith  in  His  directing  hand. 
Admit,  that  'neath  "  unfathomable  mines," 
"  He  treasures  up  His  vast  and  best  designs:" 
He  oftimes  hides  behind  a  frowning  face, 
The  kind  intentions  of  His  love  and  grace : 
When  Joseph  pressed  his  prison  couch  in  tears, 
And  felt  his  bosom  swell  with  anxious  fears, 
He  little  dreamt  the  joys,  awaiting  riper  years. 


XXXVII. 

Sometimes,  indeed,  th*  avenging  God  comes  forth, 
In  all  the  might  and  majesty  of  wrath; 
Strikes  with  a  stroke  so  awful  from  His  throne, 
That  all,  the  God  of  Providence  must  own ; 
To  teach  mankind,  although  His  ire  be  slow, 
His  justice  can  deal  forth  decisive  blow, — 
Arrest  the  sinner  in  his  mad  career — 
Summon  him  at  His  judgment  bar  t  appear — 
He  sinks  in  death,  trembling,  o'erwhelmed  with  fear. 
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XXXVIII. 

Thus  viewed — the  ways  of  God  to  man,  present 
Most  memorable  lessons  of  content; 
Harmonious  through  the  universe  His  plan, 
In  all  His  dealings  toward  His  creature — man: 
Well  may  astonished  mortals  feel  surprise, 
At  Deity  descending  from  the  skies, 
To  rescue  man  from  deadly  deeds  of  sin  ; 
If  angels  blush  to  put  the  record  in, 
Where  should  our  praises  end,  where  the  blest  theme 
begin? 

XXXIX. 

The  Christian  theme,  exhaustless  and  sublime, 
Hath  shed  its  splendors  o'er  the  wastes  of  time  ; 
Sustained  the  patriarchs  on  their  glimmering  road, 
Summoned  an  Enoch  straightway  to  his  God; 
Bade  Noah  and  his  sons  the  ark  prepare, 
And  answered  faithful  Abram's  fervent  prayer; 
Led  patient  Moses,  by  divine  command, 
From  Egypt,  guided  by  unerring  hand, 
In  safety  to  his  Canaan's  fertile  promised  land. 
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XL. 


'Twas  faith  enabled  Joseph  to  refrain — 
Temptation  urged  her  syren  arts  in  vain ; 
The  youthful  Samuel  heard  the  solemn  voice, 
He  wisely  made  Religion's  ways  his  choice ; 
E'en  Job,  reduced  to  poverty,  maintained 
His  steadfast  faith,  and  viewed  the  God  who  reigned 
Supreme  o'er  all;  to  him  in  mercy  given, 
To  know  his  sins  and  follies  all  forgiven, 
With  bright  rewards  of  faith  prepared  for  him  in  heaven. 


XLI. 

Daniel,  by  faith,  subdued  the  lions'  rage. 
His  enemies  had  vainly  hoped  t'  assuage 
Their  malice  in  his  blood — but  were  deceived: 
The  monarch  saw,  and  in  his  God  believed. 
These,  and  ten  thousand  bright  examples,  stand 
Written  in  sunbeams,  by  th' unerring  hand 
Of  Inspiration,  to  inspire  our  faith — 
Our  confidence  in  all  th'  Almighty  saith — 
And  to  disarm,  of  all  its  terrors,  gloomy  Death. 
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XLII. 

The  Infidel  may  artfully  suggest 
That  these  are  miracles — or  all  a  jest; — 
Admit  Creation,  through  its  boundless  range, 
Yet  dare  deny  th'  Almighty  power  to  change 
His  own  eternal  purposes  and  laws, 
When  He,  for  wisest  reasons,  finds  just  cause. 
This  is  to  limit  the  Almighty  mind — 
To  bind  him  in  the  fetters  of  our  kind — 
T' arraign  the  mighty  plans,  His  wisdom  has  designed. 


XLIII. 

Ere  Inspiration's  truths  can  be  denied 
By  man,  in  feeble  intellectual  pride, 
One  standing  miracle  must  be  subdued — 
How  the  blest  Volume,  in  itself  so  good, 
Has  been  imposed  upon  our  doubting  race, 
And  how  obtained  such  high  distinguished  place  I 
The  patriarchs  and  the  prophets,  where  are  they  i 
Were  they  deceivers,  or  deceived  I — and  say, 
Is  it  in  virtue  thus  to  lead  mankind  astray  I 
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XLIV. 


It  bears  within  such  proofs  of  love  divine 
In  every  precept,  and  each  flowing  line 
Its  sacred  truths,  like  the  great  orb  of  day, 
Move  on  in  glorious  and  majestic  way. 
Love  to  our  God — its  chief — its  primal  theme, — 
His  due — the  Holy — Merciful  Supreme. 
Next  in  regard  our  neighbours  claim  their  share : 
Shall  the  blind  sceptic,  with  presumption,  dare — 
Systems  of  heathen  sages,  with  The  Book  compare  ? 


XLV. 

>  E'en  heathen  sages  felt  their  want,  and  own 
Some  emanation  needful  from  the  throne 
Of  Wisdom  and  of  Knowledge. — How  would  they 
Have  welcomed  the  new-born  celestial  ray, 
Which  Infidels  blaspheme,  and  dare  deny ; 
Announcing  that  the  message  from  on  high 
Is  but  a  trick  of  priestcraft,  to  impose 
On  man,  and  add  to  his  sad  weight  of  woes? 
Such  the  perversions  which  from  scepticism  flows. 
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XLVL 

Oh,  how  had  Plato  welcomed  the  record, 
Fed  on  the  doctrines  of  His  Saviour,  Lord, 
Sat  at  His  feet,  and  drank  all  wisdom  in, 
Imbibed  His  hatred  to  each  form  of  sin ; 
In  faith  partaken  of  His  sacred  feast, 
And  proved  himself  a  happy  welcome  guest ; 
Hailed  Him  the  offspring  of  the  Virgin's  womb, 
Followed  Him  to  the  cross  and  to  the  tomb, 
And  looked  with  faith  beyond,  to  brighter  joys  to  come ! 


XLVII. 

Deprive  the  world  of  this  meridian  light, 
And  peace  and  happiness  would  take  their  flight ; 
Confusion  worse  than  chaos  come  again, 
To  desolate  the  dark  abodes  of  men, — 
Furies  and  Fiends  in  human  shapes  would  dwell, 
Till  Earth  became  the  prototype  of  Hell: 
Satan,  well  pleased,  would  bid  his  standard  fly — 
Once  more  call  forth  his  legions,  to  defy 
The  arm  of  heaven — the  vengeance  of  the  Most  High. 
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XLVIII. 

The  light  of  Truth  will  burst  upon  the  mind 
With  ardent  force,  exalted,  and  refined, 
As  the  prophetic  visions  rise  to  view, 
And  history  proves  each  bright  prediction  true. 
Demand  of  travellers  where  Belus  stood? 
Or  where  Euphrates  rolled  its  silver  flood? 
Babylon,  the  renowned — the  strong — the  great- 
The  splendid  centre  of  all  Eastern  state — 
Is  found  no  more— sunk  'neath  predicted  fate. 


XL1X. 

Tyre!  sea-girt  City,  whose  empurpled  dye 
Vied  with  the  rainbow  tints  that  gem  the  sky; 
Whose  merchants  were  the  princes  of  the  earth, 
Proud,  too,  as  princes  of  ancestral  birth ; 
The  rich  emporium  of  each  well-known  art, 
Which  Commerce  poured  into  the  busy  mart, — 
Deserted  now — with  fisher's  nets  are  spread 
By  industry,  in  search  of  daily  bread ; 
Her  pride — her  vanity — her  riches  ever  fled. 
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L. 


Jerusalem,  Jerusalem,  in  vain 
Thy  Seers,  thy  Sages,  travelling  in  pain, 
With  the  true  heavenly  visions  rapt — inspired 
By  love  to  thee,  and  holiest  feelings  fired 
In  warning  voices — told  approaching  fate, 
But  disbelieved,  till  credence  came  too  late: 
Thou  stonest  the  prophets — crucified  thy  Lord, 
Who  came  to  save  thee  by  His  sovereign  word ; 
Rebellions,  long  and  oft,   brought  down  the  avenging 
sword. 


LI. 


Mark  the  descendants  of  the  Hebrew  race — 
Outcasts  on  earth — no  home — no  resting-place ; — 
In  every  land,  a  bye-word  and  a  scorn, 
Wanderers  among  mankind — despised — forlorn ; 
Each  bears  the  impress  of  the  curse  denounced 
Against  the  men  who  thus  their  God  renounced. 
Bright  Star  of  Jacob — chief  of  Judah's  line — 
From  Jesse's  Root — Melchizedec  divine — 
In  Thee,  the  love  and  mercy  of  the  Godhead  shine. 
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LII. 


All,  all  is  harmony ! — when  God  made  known 
To  Moses,  from  His  uncreated  throne, 
His  attributes — long  suffering — gracious — kind 
Were  the  bright  emanations  of  His  mind; 
Through  long  succeeding  ages — faithful — true — 
Blessings  distilled,  like  drops  of  morning  dew : 
Although  the  highly  favoured  Hebrew  race 
Provoked  oft  th'  Almighty  to  His  face, 
Nought  the  compassions  of  His  breast  could  chase- 


LIII. 

Till  they  rejected  Him,  who  came  to  save 
From  hell  and  sin,  and  from  the  dreaded  grave; 
Dispelled  the  darkness  of  eternal  night, 
And  shed  around  the  tomb  celestial  light : 
His  anger  then  awoke,  His  fury  burned, 
His  prophets  straightway  toward  the  Gentiles  turned. 
Thus  every  Jew  and  Gentile  doth  proclaim 
The  goodness  and  the  power  of  His  great  name, 
Through  every  changing  scene — His  purposes  the  same. 
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LIV. 


Read  well  the  Prophecies,  and  then  compare 
Earth,  as  it  is,  with  all  that  they  declare : 
Have  not  the  islands  of  the  sea  come  forth  ? 
Have  not  the  natives  of  the  West — the  North — 
With  Afric's  sooty  sons,  on  bended  knee, 
And  Monarchs  brought  their  regal  crowns  to  Thee, 
Thou  Kingof  Saints? — Thine  empire  ne'er  shall  cease, 
Thy  government  shall  prosper  and  increase, 
Till  every  land  and  tongue,  proclaim  Thee — Prince  of 
Peace ! 


LV. 


The  Sacred  Book,  our  Infidels  despise, 
Is  viewed  in  other  climes  with  other  eyes : 
The  frozen  Greenlander  adores  its  light, 
It  cheers  him  in  his  long  and  wintry  night; 
E'en  Indian  Chiefs,  in  prostrate  homage,  bend 
To  Nature's  true,  her  universal  friend; 
And  South  Sea  Islanders  its  blessings  crave, 
Casting  their  idol  gods  into  the  wave, 
Trusting  alone  in  Him — who  came  the  world  to  save. 
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LVI. 

Again,  before  we  part,  let  me  appeal 
To  your  own  bosom — for  I  know  you  feel ; , 
Search  well  thy  wayward  heart — retired — alone — 
And  what  it  answers — nobly  dare  to  own ; 
Trace  its  sad  wanderings,  all  its  doubts  and  fears, 
Its  progress  from  gay  youth,  to  riper  years ; 
Mark  the  sad  ruin  well — does  it  not  bear, 
By  the  contending  passions  raging  there, 
Full  evidence  to  all,  that  sacred  truths  declare? 


LVII. 

Hymns  of  high  praise  throughout  Creation  ran, 
When  God  awoke  to  birth  His  creature — man; 
Image  of  those  perfections,  which  alone 
Are  found  united  round  His  sovereign  throne : 
The  human  soul,  in  its  first  blest  abode, 
Held  close  communion  with  its  Maker — God  : 
All  there  was  peace — and  sinless  man  could  climb 
To  happiness,  unmingled  and  sublime, 
No  tear,  no  sorrow  then,  loaded  the  wings  of  time. 
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LVIII. 

Satan  hath  hurled  the  noble  temple  down, 
He  claims  the  devastation  for  his  own; 
"Where  once  the  hallowed  Deity  could  dwell, 
Vile  passion's  rage,  engendered  in  deep  hell — 
Murder,  adultery,  incest,  avarice,  rape, 
Deform  the  soul,  assuming  human  shape : 
These  are  the  records  of  the  fallen  heart, 
Till  grace  divine,  with  its  unerring  dart, 
Instructs  repentant  man,  to  choose  the  better  part. 


LIX. 

Will  you  not  listen  to  the  dulcet  voice, 
Which  bids  you  make  the  paths  of  peace  your  choice  I 
Fain  would  I  urge  you,  by  that  powerful  tie, 
Which  linketh  man  to  man — strong  sympathy : 
May  that  same  Spirit,  which  with  power  did  call 
On  cruel,  raging,  persecuting  Saul ; 
Into  your  mind  such  inspirations  pour, 
Midst  pleasure's  circles,  or  in  serious  hour, 
That  you  may  feel  the  God,  and  own  resistless  power ! 
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LX. 


Why  is  that  tuneful  lyre  so  long  unstrung, 
Which  once  its  "  Sacred  Melodies"  hath  sung? 
Hangs  it  on  high,  amidst  your  bannered  hall? 
Again  its  pleasing,  soothing  tones  recall: 
The  Book  presents  variety  of  choice ; 
Fain  would  we  hear  once  more  th'  inviting  voice, 
Which  told  "  How  welcome  those  untrodden  spheres," 
"  How  sweet  to  soar  from  earth,  and  find  our  fears" 
"  Lost  in  the  light"  of  never — never  ending  years. 


LXI. 

And  turn  you  to  the  death-bed  of  the  just, 
Whose  steadfast  faith,  whose  firm  unshrinking  trust, 
Shines  brightest  when  the  vigorous  untired  soul 
Has  ran  its  race,  and  gained  the  farthest  goal: 
Undaunted,  he  surveys  an  opening  grave, 
One  Friend  at  hand,  omnipotent  to  save ; 
Views  in  the  gloomy  portals  of  the  tomb, 
A  passage  to  unfading  joys  to  come, 
Amidst  angelic  hosts,  within  a  Father's  home. 
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LXII. 

To  some  blest  followers,  e'en  on  earth,  is  given 
A  foretaste  of  the  enduring  bliss  of  heaven ; — 
Amanda,  ere  her  spirit  took  its  flight 
To  realms  of  inextinguishable  light, 
Her  triumphs  told,  in  the  stern  arms  of  death, 
And  sang  her  victory  with  her  parting  breath ; 
Gladly  she  left  a  world  of  woe  and  sin, 
Felt  the  new  phoenix  spirit  burn  within, 
And  heaven  itself — in  her  pure  soul  begin. 


LXIII. 

Graved  on  the  sacred  pages,  you  will  find 
Themes  for  the  compass  of  an  angel's  mind ; 
Futurity  is  there  revealed  to  view, 
Revolving  years  declare  the  record  true : 
See  o'er  the  eastern  hills,  the  dawning  beam 
Of  light  breaks  in : — Soon  shall  the  glorious  stream 
Pour  forth  its  richer  flood,  till  the  bright  ray 
Shall  rush  upon  the  view,  in  full  display, 
And  bring  the  long  foretold,  meridian  day. 
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LXIV. 

When  every  isle  and  nation  from  afar, 
Shall  hail  the  Prisoner  at  Pilate's  bar 
The  Lord  of  all ;  and  every  tongue  confess, 
The  glories  of  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  ; 
Mount  th,y  victorious  car,  Thou  Prince  of  Peace, 
Let  Satan's  conquests  end,  his  triumphs  cease : 
Why  do  thy  chariot  wheels  delay  so  long? 
When  shall  the  nations  round  thine  altars  throng? 
When  shall  all  bend  before  Thee,  with  adoring  song  ? 


LXV. 

Is  not  the  long-expected  day  at  hand, 
When  Jew  and  Gentile,  one  united  band, 
Shall  join  in  praises,  and  their  trophies  bring, 
In  homage  to  the  same — Eternal  King? 
When  every  nation,  kindred,  people,  tongue, 
Shall  join  the  Saviour's  glories  to  prolong? 
Rapt  in  th'  exalted  theme,  the  Muse  would  join 
Her  feeble  notes,  and  pour  into  each  line 
Some  emanations  from  the  source  of  Truth  divine. 

F 
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LXVI. 

Poets,  'tis  owned,  "  feel  more  than  other  men" — 
To  those  warm  feelings  I  appeal  again : 
Illustrious  by  talents  and  by  birth, 
Return,  to  join  the  ranks  of  real  worth; 
The  virtuous  and  the  wise  will  bid  you — hail ! 
Your  genius,  your  example,  will  prevail, 
To  bring  back  many  from  the  gates  of  death ; 
Receive  with  joy  what  the  Almighty  saith, 
And  by  their  lives,  t'  adorn,  the  persecuted  faith. 


LXVII. 

Resolve — and  act — Oh,  quit  the  roseate  bower, 
Which  Pleasure  rears  for  her  ephemeral  hour; 
Ne'er,  since  pulsation  beat  in  heart  of  man. 
Has  such  a  forceful  tide  of  feeling  ran  : 
Tide  of  Benevolence — join  the  glad  stream, 
To  dwell,  like  Seraph,  in  the  solar  beam. 
There's  not  an  ill  which  suffering  mortals  know, 
But  Britain  offers  balm — to  staunch  the  woe — 
To  bid  the  grateful  bosom  with  devotion  glow. 
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LXVIII. 

These  are  the  fruits  the  tree  of  wisdom  gives ; 
A  healing  balm  distils  from  all  its  leaves; — 
It  feeds  the  hungry — clothes  the  naked  poor — 
Nor  spurns  the  houseless  wanderer  from  the  door 
Taste  the  rich  fruit — then  shall  your  bosom  glow 
With  joys  such  as  angelic  natures  know : 
Join  with  the  blessed  in  the  glorious  plan, 
To  mitigate  calamities,  which  man 
Is  doomed  to  feel,  whilst  filling  up  his  little  span. 


LXIX. 

Oh!    could  those  holy  martyrs  of  our  God, 
Who  sealed  their  testimony  with  their  blood; — 
Could  WicklifFe — Tindal — Luther — now  look  down 
From  their  abodes,  near  the  Eternal's  Throne ; — 
Could  these  but  witness  what,  the  Book  hath  wrought, 
Which  they,  at  hazard  of  their  lives,  long  sought 
To  spread  abroad  :  the  exhilarating  sight 
Would  cause  fresh  transports  midst  the  realms  of  light, 
Sensations  new — of  pure  unmixed  delight. 
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LXX. 

Illume  your  torch  at  yon  undying  flame, 
Henceforth  a  Saviour's  wondrous  love  proclaim. 
Byron,  farewell!    your  spirit  I  would  greet, 
Pure  from  its  stains — around  the  mercy-seat — 
When  Time  shall  be  no  longer — and  the  Grave 
Gives  up  its  dead. — When  He,  who,  born  to  save 
A  rebel  world ;  that  Volume  shall  unfold, 
In  which  the  secret  thoughts  of  men  are  told, 
Since  first  creation  dawned,  till  crazy  earth  grow  old. 


LXXI. 

With  uncreated  brightness  for  your  song, 
Enduring  ages  would  the  theme  prolong: 
The  attributes  of  God  might  well  employ 
Your  noblest  powers,  till  desarts  learn  the  joy: — 
These  are  the  notes  which  Angels  love  to  sing, 
When  on  their  embassy  from  Heaven's  High  King, 
They  visit  earth,  commissioned  from  His  throne, 
To  make  His  wisdom,  power,  and  mercy  known, 
And  tune  our  harps  of  praise,  to  emulate  their  own. 
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LXXII. 

Say — Is  it  nought  to  gain  the  high  emprize — 
To  dwell  amidst  imperishable  skies — 
To  range  in  inextinguishable  day — 
To  mark  each  star  roll  on  its  solar  way — 
To  track  the  planets  in  their  circling  course — 
T'  adjust  each  balanced  centrifugal  force — 
To  dart  where  comets  with  refulgence  burn, 
Or  mark  what  icy  realms  their  periods  turn — 
And  list,  as  th'  Almighty  voice,  bursts  each  immortal  urn 


LXXIII. 

Oh !  is  it  nought  to  rove  from  sphere  to  sphere, 
Through  one  unchangeable  eternal  year ; 
To  dwell  with  glorious  hierarchies  above, 
Blest  with  the  favour  of  the  God  of  Love ; 
To  join  angelic  hosts,  when  they  proclaim 
The  victories  of  the  Adored  Name  ? 
Who  would  exchange  this  hope,  this  heavenly  birth, 
To  sway  the  proudest  sceptre  on  this  earth? — 
With  this  compared,  dominions,  thrones,  or  powers,  are 
little  worth. 
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LXXIV. 

That  skull,  indeed,  doth  eloquently  preach — 
Momentous  are  the  lessons  it  will  teach ; 
It  travailed  once  with  an  immortal  mind, 
Which  soared  and  left  its  tenement  behind : 
Say,  Whither  gone?  Ah!  tell  me,  whither  fled? 
Dwells  it  among  the  caverns  of  the  dead  ? 
Track  it,  ye  Atheists,  through  unbounded  space — 
Where  is  its  home,  and  where  its  resting-place? 
Ask  of  celestial  messengers  your  devious  way  to  trace. 


LXXV. 

Report  the  progress  past  yon  circling  spheres, 
Where  dwells  the  Antient  of  Eternal  Years ; 
Though  midst  those  radiant  orbs  bright  Angels  guide 
Your  pathless  way,  for  ever  at  your  side ; 
What,  though  prophetic  pen  to  you  be  given, 
In  glowing  lines,  to  paint  the  joys  of  heaven, 
You  will  not  turn  one  sinner  from  his  way, 
Who,  deaf  to  all  th'inspired  Prophets  say, 
Grovels  in  shades  of  night,  and  shuns  meridian  day. 
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LXXVI. 

Whilst  thus  surveying  ocean,  earth,  and  air, 
We  yiew  Omnipotence  triumphant  there ; 
How  should  these  lift  us  to  the  blest  abode, 
Where  dwells  supreme,  the  self-existent  God! 
Not,  as  on  Sinai's  mount,  in  awful  form, 
In  angry  cloud,  or  desolating  storm; 
In  love  enthroned,  where  saints  adoring  gaze, 
Where  every  golden  harp  resounds  with  praise, 
And  principalities,  and  powers,  their  hallelujahs  raise. 


LXXVII. 

Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlasting  gates, 
The  loud  Hosannah  on  His  entrance  waits ; 
Prostrate  before  Him — lays  Death,  Hell,  and  Sin- 
Prepare  t'  admit  the  King  of  Glory  in : 
Archangels  hail  Him — Lord  of  earth  and  heaven, 
The  thrones  of  Judgment  to  His  rule  are  given : 
The  elements  shall  melt  with  heat,  till  all 
Once  more  dissolved  on  this  terrestrial  ball, 
Salvation's  work  accomplished — God,  be  all  iu  all ! 
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LXXVIII. 

Had  themes  like  these  inspired  thy  classic  page, 
Maeonides!    admired  Grecian  Sage, 
How  had  each  bosom  glowed  with  love  divine, 
As  inspiration  urged  thy  flowing  line  : 
Delighted  Greece  had  listened  to  thy  song, 
Proud  Rome  rejoiced  its  triumphs  to  prolong;  ■ 
David's  sweet  lyre  a  rival  then  had  known, 
Isaiah's  harp  had  echoed  to  thine  own, 
And  each  celestial  note  had  reached  the  radiant  throne. 


LXXIX. 

For,  hark!    the  voice  from  Calvary's  height  declares 
A  refuge  nigh : — be  hushed,  all  mortal  fears, 
A  small  still  voice  the  sacred  hill  surrounds ; 
Each  ear  is  fixed,  and  every  bosom  bounds  : 
Commissioned  Angels  from  the  realms  above, 
In  dulcet  strains  announce  the  God  of  Love ; 
The  radiant  Bow  of  Promise — shines  on  high, 
The  Star  of  Bethlem — gilds  the  upper  sky, 
The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  proclaim — Salvation  nigh. 
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The  Daughter  of  England  is  fallen,  the  Tomb  is 
closed  over  her,  and  the  sacred  Mausoleum  records  her 
untimely  fate.  To  the  deep  and  hollow  resounding 
tones  of  the  solemn  organ,  hath  succeeded  the  notes  of 
gladness,  the  timbrel  and  the  harp,  the  flute,  the 
clarionet,  the  Bridal  Hymn,  and  the  Coronation 
Anthem. 

Nevertheless,  amidst  the  dulcet  and  the  joyous 
sounds,  Britons  cannot  forget  that  lovely  regal  Flower, 
which  they  watched  over  with  delight,  as  they  saw 
it  rise   from   its    parent   Stem,    in   bud  and    in  bloom, 
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amidst  the  beauties  of  her  native  land.  Like  the  first 
promise  of  Spring,  she  cheered  us  at  her  birth ;  like  the 
Star  of  the  morning,  she  illumined  us  with  the  dawnings 
and  the  brightness  of  hope :  the  voice  which  announced 
that  she  was  no  more,  came  like  the  loud,  the  angry 
autumnal  blast — sad  presage  of  the  glooms  of  wintry 
desolation.  The  shock  was  electric — it  flew  with  the 
lightning's  rapidity,  through  widely- extended  realms — 
it  struck  terror  into  every  soul — it  robed  each  heart 
with  sadness.  The  tear  of  regret  trembled  in  every 
eye;  avarice  forgot  its  unfeelingness,  and  wept;  the 
soul  of  sensibility  poured  forth  the  flood  of  sorrow; 
eye  met  eye  diffused  in  tears;  heart  met  heart  over- 
whelmed with  grief;  Britons  became  a  family  of 
mourners,  bending  down  in  calamity. 

The  day  that  consigned  her  to  her  Ancestral  Tomb, 
was  a  day  of  gloom  ;  melancholy  held  undivided  empire ; 
the  solemn  knell  that  told  the  hour,  came  over  the 
soul  like  a  sentence  of  destruction,  like  the  sirroc  of 
the  desart,   or  the  falling  avelanche.  *- 

Time  has  passed  rapidly  on;  it  may  have  succeeded 
to    soften    down    A  at    sorrow,     which    it    can    never 
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obliterate.  We  contemplate  her  still  with  all  that 
intensity  of  remembrance,  with  which  filial  duty  and 
filial  love  recall  the  hour,  when  they  followed  to  the 
receptacles  of  the  dead,  the  remains  of  a  parent 
beloved.  Time  has  embalmed  the  recollections  with 
a  sacred  fragrance,  a  holy  incense,  that  mounteth 
towards  Heaven.     It  augments  as  years  increase. 

These  eyes  beheld  her  when,  with  unaffected  sim- 
plicity, in  the  majesty  of  Nature,  she  rushed  forward 
to  receive  the  maternal  embrace ;  as  though  Providence 
had  destined  her  to  exhibit,  from  her  exalted  station, 
a  memorial  to  the  Daughters  of  Britain,  of  what  was 
due  to  Maternal  fondness,  in  return  for  Maternal  care. 

Her  filial  virtues  shed  a  bright  halo  around  her 
Tomb;  she  was  the  model  of  excellence.  To  her,  fond 
parents  pointed,  when  instilling  on  the  minds  of  their 
offspring,  the  solemn  injunction  of  Heaven — "  Honour 
thy  father  and  thy  mother;"  and  British  manliness 
and  British  purity  listened  and  obeyed.  She  possessed 
within  herself  the  consolations  of  a  pure  spirit,  reposing 
on  her  merciful  Creator,  a  peace  which  passeth  under- 
standing. 
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But  Royalty  has  no  exemption  from  tribulation; 
the  correcting  Angel  enters  the  Palace  equally  with 
the  Cottage:  tossed  on  the  stormy  waves  of  life,  and 
exposed  to  its  beating  sadness,  her  midnight  pillow 
was  long  watered  with  her  tears,  and  a  Nation  sympa- 
thised with  her.  To  crown  that  Nation's  hopes  and 
wishes,  we  beheld  her  to  the  Nuptial  Altar  led,  not 
induced  by  ties  of  sordid  interest,  or  more  destructive 
ambition,  but  in  the  pure  and  ardent  feelings  of  our 
common  nature,  loving  and  beloved.  Then  did  each 
eye  sparkle  with  joy — then  did  each  heart  bound  with 
delight.  She  was  led  to  the  banqueting  house ;  the 
banner  over  her  was  Love,  and  the  voice  of  the  Turtle 
was  heard  in  our  lands.  The  Virgins  and  the  Matrons 
of  Britain  joined  with  the  brave  in  her  Bridal  Songs, 
and  every  lip  and  every  lyre  resounded.  How  many 
pious  knees  were  bent!  How  many  sincere  prayers 
were  offered  to  the  Heavenly  Parent,  that  the  richest 
of  His  blessings  might  descend  upon  the  Royal  Pair, 
and  on  their  posterity;  that  their  children,  aud  their 
children's  children  might  long  continue  to  sway  the 
Sceptre  of  Righteousness,  of  Peace,  and  of  Prosperity, 
over  Britain's  Empire  ! 
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Lovely  is  the  recollection  of  her  exemplary  con- 
duct in  the  wedded  life;  Chastity  abode  in  her 
dwelling,  and  walked,  hand  in  hand,  with  unaffected 
piety.  The  hopes  of  Britons  rose  high,  for  they  had 
substantial  virtues  for  their  basis ;  they  rose  to  Heaven, 
for  built  on  the  Rock  of  Ages,  they  had  the  immoveable 
adamantine  pillars  of  Religion  to  support  them.  The 
immutable  promises  of  the  eternal  Godhead,  are  insured 
to  those  Nations,  whose  Monarchs  honour  Him  in 
sincerity  and  in  truth. 

But,  nipped  in  her  blooming,  the  Rose  of  England 
fell  while  the  morning  dew  glistened  on  its  leaves,  and 
when  it  promised  fairest  fruits.  She  has  changed  the 
empurpled  Robe  for  the  ghastly  winding-sheet ;  the 
Sceptre  of  Majesty  and  of  might,  her  mouldering  hand 
can  no  longer  wield.  Her  abode  is  now  as  narrow  as 
the  dark  cavern,which  once  embedded  the  glittering  gems 
which  sparkled  in  her  Crown — the  glory  is  departed ! 

Ere  her  Bridal  Songs  had  ceased  to  be  sung,  the 
same  voices  were  called  to  unite  in  her  Funeral  Dirge. 
The  dawn  was  overcast,  the  tempest  came,  and  the 
Rose  of  Loveliness  sunk  beneath  its  blast.     Britons' 
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tears,  like  descending  clouds,  watered  the  whole  earth. 
All  private  cares  became  absorbed  in  the  general  grief, 
and  the  favoured  and  beautiful  land  was  overshadowed 
with  darkness.  One  only  there  was  who  did  not  weep ; — 
he  would  have  wept,  but  the  visitations  of  the  Almighty 
were  upon  him,  and  the  groans  of  his  people  reached 
not  his  ear — he  was  veiled  from  their  sight.  Her 
Royal  Father  wept,  and  he  had  cause  for  woe.  She 
was  his  sole  hope,  the  Heir  and  prop  of  his  Crown, 
when  his  Sovereignty  must  pass  unto  another.  An 
exiled  Mother  wept,  for  she  was  her  consolation  in 
her  every  grief — the  Star  of  Evening  that  cheered  her 
declining  years. 

And  thou,  lonely  Princely  Mourner!  who,  like  the 
pelican  of  the  wilderness,  wanderest  through  the  desarts 
of  life,  bereaved  of  thy  beloved,  lovely  mate;  the 
chalice  of  joy  has  been  dashed  from  thy  lips :  early  hast 
thou  drank  of  the  cup  of  grief,  and  bitter  indeed  its  dregs 
have  been.  Elevated  to  the  very  pinnacle  of  earthly 
happiness,  with  little  left  to  desire,  like  the  soaring 
eagle,  thy  aerie  was  built  on  high,  for  a  while  secured 
from  the  storm  that  rolled  beneath.  Prosperity's 
gilded  and   genial  rays   beamed  around   thee;    all  was 
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sunshine.  When  the  hurricane  hurled  thy  nest  from 
the  summit  of  the  craggy  rock,  its  ravages  were 
universal.  The  lofty  oak  and  the  lowly  shrub  bent 
alike  beneath  its  force,  and  all  was  dismay.  Thou 
didst  not  weep  alone;  millions  were  thy  companions. 
In  the  midst  of  thy  sufferings,  it  will  be  some  con- 
solation to  reflect,  that  a  magnanimous  and  loyal  people 
share  them  with  you.  With  sympathetic  tenderness  they 
regard  him,  who  watched  over  the  life  of  her  whom  they 
loved,  and  in  whom  their  own  seemed  concentrated; — 
Her,  whose  heart  glowed  with  patriotic  affection  towards 
Britain,  the  land  of  her  birth.  Who  shall  staunch  thy 
bleeding  wounds?  Who  shall  dare  offer  to  thee  the  oil 
of  gladness?  Alas!  there  is  no  balm,  but  the  balm  of 
Gilead;  no  Physician,  but  the  Physician  of  Souls. 

When  remembrance  awakens  the  past,  regrets  come 
over  the  soul  as  the  dark  days  of  wintry  life.  They 
burst  forth  at  first  like  the  voice  of  the  tornado,  or 
of  the  rolling  thunder,  and  have  subsided  into  the 
sober  sadness  of  the  desert  waste. 

When  living,  the  beloved  Princess  sent  forth  from 
the   recesses   of   her    Palace,    an   example   worthy   of 
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all  imitation.  Though  dead,  she  yet  speaketh;  a  voice 
is  heard,  a  small  still  voice,  more  melodious  than 
the  sound  of  a  thousand  times  ten  thousand  harmonious 
instruments.  She  has  instructed  us  to  love  our  domestic 
circles,  with  the  love  which  angels  feel  towards  those 
over  whom  they  are  appointed  to  watch,  through  their 
earthly  pilgrimage.  She  has  taught  us  to  love  our 
country  with  a  pure,  with  an  ardent  flame;  to  love 
our  God  with  supreme  affection;  and,  like  herself,  to 
render  to  Him  acceptable  homage,  proving  our  love  by 
our  obedience.  Whatsoever  things  are  lovely,  or  of 
good  report,  we  are  privileged  to  love — and  she  was 
lovely  and  of  good  report. 

The  messenger  of  death  is  ever  terrific;  we  shudder 
at  the  sight  of  coffins,  of  skulls,  and  of  mouldering  bones. 
But  when  he  had  successfully  infixed  his  envenomed 
shaft  in  a  heart  which  was  the  common  centre  of  all 
others,  he  appeared  invested  with  more  than  ordinary 
vengeance;  the  primeval  curse  seemed  armed  with 
two- fold  malignity;  the  shaft,  in  its  rebound,  levelled 
other  fair  forms  to  earth,  and,  with  united  accord, 
Britain  was  clothed  in  sables.  With  anguish  of  soul 
came  fear,    lest  there  should  not  be  found  a  chief  of 
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Brunswick's  line,  to  rule  over  a  gallant  and  loyal  people. 
For  the  same  grave  hid  from  our  sight,  the  Mother  and 
her  Offspring. 

Were  this  the  whole  of  existence,  it  would  indeed  be 
most  melancholy  to  reflect,    that  she   whom  we  lately 
beheld   in  all    the  freshness   of  vernal   loveliness   and 
beauty,    attracting  all  hearts;   and   who    added  lustre, 
rather  than     derived    it,   from    the   royal     vesture    or 
the   sparkling  diadem  she   wore,  should  have  so  soon 
become  loathsome  to  sight,  and  long  ere  now  the  prey 
of  corruption:    But,    although   the   worm  hath    rioted 
sweetly  on  her  chaste  cheek,  and  dust  hath  mouldered 
into  its  kindred  dust,  the  spark  of  vitality  shall  survive 
the  grave,  purified  by  her  Saviour's  merits,  and  clothed 
in  that  robe  which   He  hath  wrought  out: — a  celestial 
Crown,     more    brilliant     and    unfading    than    earthly 
Monarchs    wear,    awaits    her    in    the    world    of    light 
ineffable. 

Dark  and  foreboding  are  the  shadows  that  come  over 
us,  when  we  think  of  our  country;  but,  in  the  waning 
hours  of  life,  when  the  feelings  shall  have  acquired  a 
chasteness  from   the  experience  of  the  past,    we  shall 
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find,  that  more  valuable  are  the  lessons  of  wisdom 
drawn  from  the  ashes  of  the  illustrious  dead,  than 
are  the  spicy  gales  of  Araby  the  blessed.  Omnipotence 
may  have  designed  in  this  chastening,  to  hold  up  to  the 
view  of  the  world,  that,  when  the  desire  of  our  eyes 
is  torn  away,  and  human  hopes  blasted,  the  anchor 
of  eternal  hope  remaineth  sure,  fastened  to  the  rock  of 
ages. 


In  th'  abodes  of  the  blessed,  in  the  mansions  of  peace, 
Where  sin  and  where  sadness  for  ever  shall  cease — 
Where  the  purified  spirits  no  sorrow  can  know, 
But  where  streams  of  delight  will  perpetually  flow; 
Salvation  will  form  the  glad  theme  of  each  song, 
Whilst  angels  the  anthem  through  space  will  prolong. 

There  malice  its  nature  will  change  into  love, 
For  hatreds  unknown  in  the  regions  above; 
Where  heart  to  heart  binds  unsuspicious,  sincere, 
And  love  reigns  supreme,  through  eternity's  year ; 
Where,  in  glory  enthroned,  dwells  the  Antient  of  days, 
And  the  altars  of  love  shall  eternally  blaze. 
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Could  we  pierce  the  dark  veil,  that  obscures  from  our 

sight 
Those  abodes  of  the  blest,  those  pure  regions  of  light, 
With  new  powers  endued  to  partake  the  full  joy, 
Unchanging,  eternal,  unmixed  with  alloy ; 
In  the  vision  divine,  to  our  view' t  might  be  given, 
To  behold,  midst  the  glorified  spirits  in  heaven, 
That  form  beatific,  permitted  awhile 
To  bud  and  to  blossom  in  Albion's  loved  Isle. 

The  hope  of  all  hearts  in  the  land  of  her  birth, 
And  destined  to  sway  a  bright  sceptre  on  earth ; 
A  crown,  more  resplendent,  awaits  her  above — 
The  reward  of  her  faith,  filial  duty,  and  love. 
Who  can  tell,  but  that  in  the  arcana  of  heaven, 
As  a  ministering  spirit,  to  her  't  may  be  given 
To  watch  over  Britain,  and  guard  it  from  ill, 
As  she  views  the  loved  Isle  from  her  heavenly  hill? 


SACRED    MELODIES. 


Sacrett  JWeloUies* 


THE  PROPHECY  OF  BALAAM. 


There  shall  come  a  Star  out  of  Jacob,  and  a  Sceptre  shall  rise  out  of  Israel." 

Numb.  xxiv.  17. 


When  the  Spirit  on  High  condescends  to  come  down, 

Imparting  to  man  of  his  heavenly  mind, 
What  bright  beams  of  mercy  irradiate  his  crown — 

How  glorious  his  aspect — his  accents  how  kind ! 

In  the  morning  of  time,  in  Eden's  bright  bower, 
When  mortals  unhappily  dared  to  transgress, 

The  bright  message  of  Love,  attempered  high  power, 
And  the  seed  of  the  Woman  was  promised  to  bless. 

When  the  Moabite  King,  overwhelmed  with  fear, 
Saw  unsheathed  above  him  the  sword  of  the  Lord, 

Enraged,  he  implored  of  Balaam  the  seer, 

The  children  of  Israel  M  to  curse"  with  a  word. 
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See  the  smoke  from  the  altars  of  Baal  ascending — 
See  Balak  the  Monarch  assisting  the  fire — 

On  the  armies  of  Israel  his  dark  eye  is  bending, 
He  burns  in  his  vengeance  to  crush  them  in  ire. 

Allured  by  cursed  lucre,  how  weak  is  thine  arm, 
Oh,  impotent  Balaam!  thou  strivestin  vain; 

The  armies  of  Israel  are  guarded  from  harm, 
And  Balak,  confounded,  must  list  to  thy  strain. 

'  Inspiration's  bright  beams  lead  my  visions  afar — 
'  The  records  of  ages  are  present  to  view ; 

'  As  eastward  I  turn,  I  see  Bethlem's  bright  Star, 
*  Diffusing  its  radiance  o'er  Gentile  and  Jew. 

*  Oh,  Jacob  !  thy  tents  are  o'ershadowed  with  love, 
1  And  the  ark  of  the  Lord  still  in  Israel  shall  dwell ; 

1  The  soft  dew  of  Hermon  descend  from  above, 
'  And  nations  unborn  of  thy  conquests  shall  tell.' 

In  the  ages  to  come  shall  arise  a  bright  Star, 
To  bless  with  its  lustre  a  wilderness  world ; 

The  sceptre  of  Israel  shall  rule  from  afar, 

And  the  vengeance  of  God  on  his  foes  shall  be  hurled. 
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The  Lion  of  Judah  hath  mounted  his  throne, 

He  rules  o'er  the  earth  in  the  strength  of  his  might ; 

With  mercy  unbounded  he  shieldeth  his  own, 
Whilst  his  enemies  sink  in  the  darkness  of  night. 


THE  CHRISTIAN. 


"  They  shall  mount  up  with  wings  as  eagles." — Isai.  xl.  31. 


The  peerless  Eagle  bends  his  lofty  flight, 
To  reach  his  aerie  in  the  craggy  height, 
And  gaze  upon  the  sun  with  clear  undazzled  sight; 
There  firmly  fixed,  in  high  and  awful  state, 
Heeds  not  the  thunders  rolling  at  his  feet; 
The  forked  lightnings  dart  their  fires  in  vain — 
Tranquil  he  rests  in  solitary  reign. 

Thus  mounts  the  Christian,  mounts  on  ardent  wing, 
Celestial  heights,  to  Heaven's  Almighty  King, 
And  as  he  soars  aloft,  his  heart  delights  to  sing; 

Though  threatening  clouds,  in'  swift  succession  glide, 
Or  awful  storms  burst  forth  on  every  side, 
Serenely  calm,  he  lifts  his  soul  above, 
And  basks  in  sun-beams  of  eternal  love. 
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THE  HARP  OF  JESSE. 


We  rejoice  that  we  can  take  the  harp  of  the  Son  of  Jesse,  and  tune  it  to 
the  songs  of  Zion. 


The  sweet  lyre  of  David,  in  ages  of  yore, 

Expelled  the  dark  spirit  from  Saul's  troubled  breast; 

Peace,  a  long  banished  inmate,  it  served  to  restore — 
His  mind  was  composed,  his  high  soul  was  refreshed. 

In  the  ages  succeeding,  that  harp  loudly  sung, 
The  rivers  of  Babylon  murmured  its  plaints; 

To  the  glory  of  God  its  vibrations  were  strung, 
The  consolings  of  Israel,  the  song  of  her  saints. 

How  oft,  honored  Kedron !  by  thy  sacred  stream, 
Did  the  sage  and  the  prophet  contemplative  rove, 

Till  glowing  with  rapture,  inspired  by  the  theme, 
Of  man's  disobedience,  a  Saviour's  free  love. 

How  oft  did  the  cedars  of  Lebanon  wave 

Their  branches  in  homage !  sublime  were  the  strains, 

Foretelling  the  Shiloh — Almighty  to  save, 

While  swift  flew  the  tidings  throughout  the  glad  plains. 
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In  these  latter  days,  until  time's  farthest  bounds, 

We  re-echo  the  notes,  and  would  raise  them  yet  higher; 

Hark!  the  Lyre  of  Jesse  melodiously  sounds, 
Enkindling  within  us  the  pure  hallowed  fire — 

Which  mounts  like  sweet  incense,  and  calls  from  above 
The  blessings  of  Heaven,  on  all  who  receive 

The  message  of  mercy,  the  transcript  of  love, 
In  the  true  humble  heart,  and  rejoicing — believe. 


THE  STAR  OF  THE  LEGION  OF  HONOUR. 


"  They  shall   beat  their  swords  into  ploughshares,   and  their  spears  into 
pruning  hooks." — Isaiah  ii.  4. 


The  blaze  is  o'er,  the  halo  blaze, 

That  reared  its  aerial  form  on  high — 

It  woke  the  tale  of  other  days — 
It  roused  past  scenes  of  chivalry. 

It  glared  in  fierce  and  glittering  form 
Before  young  Valour's  dazzled  eyes ; 

It  lured  him  from  his  happy  home — 
Extended  on  the  plain — he  dies. 
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Midst  blood-stained  fields  the  meteor  rose, 
On  blood-stained  fields  it  sank  in  night; 

O'er  mingled  graves  of  friends  and  foes, 
It  darted  forth  destructive  light. 

It  spread  deep  consternation  round — 
It  filled  the  widowed  eye  with  tears — 

It  hurled  the  fearless  warrior  down — 
It  shortened  life's  declining  years. 

Deluded  man  its  aspect  hailed, 

Bright  as  o'er  Gallia's  plains  it  shone ; 

And  when  the  magic  bauble  failed, 
It  seemed  as  darkness  veiled  the  sun. 

Faint  are  its  beams — the  Star  of  Peace 
O'er  Europe's  verdant  fields  is  risen  ; 

O  may  its  triumphs  never  cease, 
Till  earth  is  swallowed  up  in  heaven. 
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THE  CRUCIFIXION. 


His  hour  was  not  yet  come." — John  vii.  30. 


"  It  was  the  hour,"  ere  time  began, 
Or  Power  divine  created  man ; 
The  hour  in  glorious  council  given, 
Sung  by  the  morning  stars  of  heaven. 

"  It  was  the  hour,"  to  Adam  known, 
In  vision  from  th'  eternal  throne ; 
When  from  the  woman's  seed  should  rise, 
The  all-prevailing  sacrifice. 

"  It  was  the  hour"  by  Abel  viewed, 
As  by  his  altar's  side  he  stood ; 
Illumined  by  its  distant  rays, 
The  patriarchal  offerings  blaze. 

"  It  was  the  hour"  revealed  from  high, 

To  Abram  and  his  progeny ; 

An  hour  appointed  to  atone 

For  crimson  guilt,  for  virtue  flown . 
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"  It  was  the  hour"  which  Moses  saw, 
When  Sinai  trembled  at  the  law ; 
It  was  the  hour  by  faith  he  viewed, 
When  on  Mount  Pisgah's  heights  he  stood. 

"  It  is  the  hour"  which  we  retrace, 
Resplendent  with  celestial  grace ; 
An  hour  of  darkness,  dire,  profound, 
An  hour  with  light  and  glory  crowned. 

On  this  all- glorious,  happy  hour, 
The  Spirit  deigned  its  beams  to  pour, 
Its  heavenly  graces  to  impart, 
To  warm  and  cheer  each  contrite  heart. 

When  faith  beholds  the  Saviour  risen, 
It  mounts  on  eagle's  wings  to  heaven — 
Treads  the  world's  pomp  beneath  its  feet, 
And  dwells  within  the  Mercy-seat. 
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THE  PERSIAN  MOUNTAINEERS'  SONG. 

Come,  hie  to  the  mountains,  hie  with  me, 
The  mountain  air  is  pure  and  free ; 
We  bask  in  the  sun-beams  all  the  day, 
The  immortal  soul  hath  room  to  play ; 
Our  hut  is  built  on  the  craggy  mount, 
Our  thirst  we  slake  in  the  crystal  fount; 
The  heights  of  the  rock  are  our  calm  retreat, 
The  storm  and  tempest  roll  at  our  feet. 

Our  garden  flowers  grow  wild  on  the  steep, 
The  roaring  cataract  lulls  us  to  sleep ; 
We  scent  the  fragrance  of  morning  air, 
As  we  rouse  the  wild  Gazelle  from  his  lair. 
Though  th'  Avalanche  breaks  from  the  riven  rock, 
We  safely  dwell,  unhurt  by  the  shock; 
We  fearless  behold  winged  lightnings  fly, 
Secured  by  that  Power  which  rules  on  high. 

Each  lofty  summit  is  known  to  fame — 
Each  cooling  streamlet  can  boast  its  name ; 
The  mountain  passes  we  daily  trace, 
We  enure  to  toil  our  hardy  race ; 
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To  the  haunts  of  men  we  at  times  descend, 
Or  midst  the  vallies  our  footsteps  bend ; 
But  quickly  return  with  joy,  t'  inhale 
The  blossoms  of  health  from  the  mountain  gale. 

The  eagle  hath  built  his  aerie  high, 
The  sun-beams  glow  in  his  sparkling  eye; 
His  sounding  wings,  as  he  mounts  to  his  nest, 
Is  our  lullaby  dear,  that  soothes  to  rest; 
Love,  limited  only  by  virtue's  controul, 
From  heart  to  heart  flies  on  wings  of  the  soul. 

The  wars  of  mankind,  when  they  reach  our  ears, 

Excite  our  smiles,  but  arouse  no  fears; 

The  stormy  passions  with  us  have  no  home, 

Contented  o'er  hill  and  mountain  we  roam. 

Partake,  then,  with  us  our  rustic  fare, 

Our  hut  and  our  hearts — come,  freely  share ; 

And  when  you  mix  in  the  world  again, 

You'll  own  there  is  peace  'bove  the  mountain  glen. 
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ASTRONOMICAL  THOUGHTS. 


"  Knowest  thou  the  ordinances  of  heaven  ?" — Job  xxxviii.  33. 


What  kindred  orbs  roll  on  their  rapid  race, 
Throughout  the  vast  immensity  of  space? 
What  are  the  laws  of  each  erratic  course, 
What  each  projectile,  each  attractive  force? 
What  central  fires  supply  with  distant  light, 
Each  burning  gem  amidst  the  vast  of  night? 
Say,  doth  a  cometary  system  roll 
Amidst  those  orbs  with  fiery  control? 

Illustrious  traveller,  from  distant  spheres, 
Where  is  thy  birth-place?     What  thy  date  of  years? 
Where  dwellest  thou,  amidst  unbounded  space? 
Which  is  thy  path-way?    Where  thy  resting-place? 
Lightest  thou  thy  lamp,  at  each  resplendent  sun, 
Within  whose  influence  thy  courses  run? 

Wanderer  in  infinite,  thy  meteor  blaze 
Fills  Superstition's  minions  with  amaze. 
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Not  so  the  Christian — He  beholds  thee  shine, 
And  in  thy  splendours,  views  the  Power  divine ; 
Looks  up  with  faith,  above  your  starry  sphere, 
His  future  home,  through  one  eternal  year. 


MATERNAL  LOVE. 


"  Can  a  mother  forget  her  sucking  child,  that  she  should  not  have  com- 
passion on  the  son  of  her  womb  ?" — Isaiah  xlix.  15. 


Where  the  swollen  Adriatic  boldly  laves 

The  crest-fallen  city  with  its  rising  waves, 

That  sea-girt  Isle,  where  erst  in  ancient  time, 

Proud  Commerce  spread  her  sails  from  every  clime, 

Whose  cloudless  skies,   whose  mild  and  starry  nights, 

To  midnight  revels  on  her  stream  invites ; — 

There,  where  the  rich  Gondola  gaily  glides, 

To  dulcet  notes  upon  her  silver  tides, 

A  hungry  lion  from  its  keeper  fled, 

On  every  side  dismay  and  terror  spread : 

Within  his  fangs  a  lovely  boy  he  bore — 

His  parents'  only  hope — snatched  from  their  door ; 

The  dauntless  mother  rushed,  the  babe  to  save 

From  all  the  perils  of  such  sanguine  grave ; 
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Him  to  regain,  or  in  th'  attempt  to  expire, 

She  boldly  faced  the  lion  in  his  ire. 

The  ravenous  monarch  of  the  distant  wood, 

An  impulse  felt,  which  could  not  be  withstood ; 

Twas  Nature's  ruling  voice,  which  boasts  such  sway, 

Imperious  hunger  must  its  force  obey : 

He  saw  her  anguished,  frantic,  maddening,  wild, 

And  calmly  to  her  arms  resigned  the  child. 


WOMAN. 


And  the  women  also,  which  came  with  him  from  Galilee,  followed  after,  and 
beheld  the  sepulchre." — Luke  xxiii.  55. 


Woman  !   thou  noblest  gift  of  God, 
Strewing  with  flowers  life's  rugged  road, 
How  doth  thy  kind  endearing  smile, 
In  youth  each  feeling  hour  beguile  ! 
But  oh !  when  chilling  age  hath  shed 
Its  wintry  honors  o'er  the  head, 
Thy  patient  unremitting  toils 
Can  brighten  sickness,  till  it  smiles. 
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When  Jesus  left  the  realms  above, 
On  the  blest  embassy  of  love, 
Our  fallen  natures  to  assume, 
He  not  disdained  the  Virgin's  womb  ; 
And,  when  arraigned  at  Pilate's  bar, 
When  men  forsook,  and  fled  afar, 
Women  alone  were  faithful  found — 
They,  bathed  in  tears,  his  Tomb  surround. 


ANGEL'S   SUMMONS  TO  THE   DEPARTING 
SPIRIT. 


Are  not  Angels  ministering  Spirits,  sent  forth  to  minister  for  them  who  art- 
heirs  of  salvation  ?"  Heb.  i.  14. 


Deathless  Spirit! — Heir  of  glory! 

Joyful  quit  the  shores  of  earth  ; 
Angels  celebrate  thy  story ! 

Angels  hail  thy  heavenly  birth  ! 

Hallelujah ! 
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Bright  effulgence ! — beam  ethereal ! — 
Soul  immortal! — born  to  rise; 

Soar  above  the  world  material, 
Seek  thy  mansion  in  the  skies. 

Hallelujah ! 

Washed  in  love's  all  cleansing  fountain, 

Image  of  thy  God  !  below. 
Thou  shalt  gain  the  heavenly  mountain, 

Spotless  as  the  driven  snow. 

Hallelujah ! 

Perfect  in  thy  Saviour's  merit, 
All  thy  foes,  his  power  withstood  ; 

Seraphs  guide  thee  to  inherit 

Thrones,  dominions,  bought  with  blood. 

Hallelujah! 

Golden  harps  await  thy  coming, 
Tuned  to  hymn  the  Lamb  of  God  ; 

There  thy  radiant  crown  assuming, 
Join  to  spread  His  praise  abroad. 

Hallelujah  ! 
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THE    DEPARTED    SPIRITS    ADMISSION 
TO  GLORY. 


"  Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  servant." — Matt.  xxv.  23. 


Welcome,  happy  Spirit,  home, 
Welcome  to  this  peaceful  shore ; 

Landed  safe,  no  more  to  roam, 
Sorrow  rends  thy  heart  no  more. 

Seraph  spirits  hail  thy  coming, 
They — thy  radiant  crown  prepare ; 

Now — thy  robe  of  light  assuming, 
Songs  of  triumph  fill  the  air. 

Gabriel's  golden  harp  is  sounding, 
Angels  tuneful  accents  raise ; 

Shining  hierarchies  surrounding, 
Join  the  lofty  notes  of  praise. 

Seated  on  His  throne,  all  glorious, 
Straightway  to  thy  Saviour  come; 

Mighty  Conqueror,  all  victorious, 

Hark  !   He  bids  thee — welcome  home. 


NOTES. 


NOTES. 


The  history  of  the  world  teems  with  most  important  instruction — 
it  stands  forth  a  beacon  to  succeeding  ages;  the  contemplation 
thereof  offers  one  most  prominent  and  striking  feature ;  namely,  that 
national  crimes,  throughout  all  ages,  have  invoked  national  punish- 
ments ;  and  that  luxury,  vice,  idolatry,  or  infidelity,  have  been  the 
powerful  causes  which  have  brought  the  great  kingdoms  of  antiquity 
to  destruction,  scarcely  leaving  a  memorial  to  point  out  where  they 
stood :  records,  sacred  and  profane,  confirm  the  fact. 

Not  less  momentous  is  the  aspect  of  the  present  times.  Those  who, 
for  the  last  thirty  years,  have  lived  a  life  of  intellect,  a  life  of  reflec- 
tion, have  lived  ages ;  every  day,  each  succeeding  hour,  came  charged 
with  interest.  We  have  seen  ancient  dynasties  overturned,  empires 
laid  low,  revolution  succeed  to  revolution,  and  aspiring  heroes 
levelled  with  the  dust. 

In  the  moral  world,  we  have  beheld  bigotry,  superstition,  and 
persecution,  succeeded  by  an  overwhelming  spirit  of  infidelity,  which 
hath  prevailed  so  extensively,  that  many  have  viewed  therein  the 
man  of  sin,  the  son  of  perdition,  prophesied  of,  as  about  to  be 
revealed.  On  this  point  I  will  not  enter ;  but  one  fact  calls  for  serious 
attention,  acquired  from  long  observation,  and  from  knowledge 
obtained  in  reply  to  numerous  inquiries ;  — ■  that,  throughout  the 
Continent,  in  France,  Spain,  Italy,  Germany,  Switzerland,  and  the 
Netherlands,  a  most  alarming  spirit  of  scepticism  and  infidelity 
extensively  prevails,  both  in  principle  and  practice.  The  standard  is 
erected,  and  vice  is  the  enlisting  money  paid  at  enrolment.  That  a 
British  Peer,  high  in  rank,  and  still  more  exalted  in  talent,  should 
have  ranged  himself  on  the  side  of  the  enemy  of  mankind,  will  be 
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felt,  and  felt  most  severely,  by  all  who  are  anxious  for  the  welfare, 
the  existence  of  their  native  country.  Nor  is  it  less  to  be  regretted, 
that  another  eminent  modern  author,  who  lately  occupied  a  dictatorial 
situation  in  a  temple  of  science,  should  deem  it  necessary  to  mix 
religious  discussions  with  physiological  and  zoological  lectures, 
wherein  he  denies,  "  that  modern  sceptics  do  co-operate  in  the 
diffusion  of  noxious  opinions,  which  demoralize  mankind."  But  if  not 
in  a  concerted  combined  operation  with  all  the  pomp  and  circumstance 
of  regimental  war,  nevertheless,  they,  like  a  company  of  riflemen,  lie 
in  ambush,  to  assail  and  spread  desolation,  as  opportunity  offers. 

Eloquence  is  powerful — oftentimes  contrary  to  reason ;  and,  among 
the  unthinking,  the  fascinating  language  of  Lord  Byron  will  have  a 
tendency,  like  the  eye  of  the  basilisk,  to  lure  to  destruction. 

Against  this  torrent  of  infidelity,  let  the  banners  of  the  Cross  be 
upreared.  The  world  is  the  great  amphitheatre — mankind  are  the 
highly  interested  spectators. 

The  tree  of  life  is  deeply  planted — its  roots  are  striking  far  and 
wide — its  branches  are  spreading  to  every  country  on  the  face  of  the 
earth — its  leaves  are  for  the  healing  of  the  nations — its  fruit  is  for  the 
consolation  of  the  suffering. 

The  following  Remarks,  and  the  whole  of  the  preceding  Address, 
are  dictated  by  motives  of  Christian  feeling — an  anxiety  to  recall 
the  wanderer  from  the  error  of  his  way :  if  received  in  a  right  spirit, 
they  will  lead  to  inquiry — and  candid  inquiry  will  terminate  in  the 
truth. 


Page  1 .  Stanza  I. 

"  T' explore  his  being,  heathen  sages  strove 
In  vain" 

Sceptics  are  not  aware,  and  until  pressed  with  argument  on  the 
subject,  are  unwilling  to  allow,  that  those  attributes,  which,  they  admit 
belong  to  God,  are  derived  from  Revelation. 
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P.  2.   St.  II. 

"  Dark  child  of  doubt"— 

Indications  of  the  state  of  uncertainty  and  hesitation  in  Lord 
Byron's  mind,  both  as  to  a  future  state  of  existence,  and  to  the 
evidences  with  which  Revelation  comes  attended,  are  scattered  over 
several  of  his  earlier  works,  although  not  in  the  objectionable  degree 
which  his  more  recent  productions  evince.  Transient  gleams  of  the 
awful  realities  of  futurity  force  their  way,  from  time  to  time,  through 
the  mists  and  clouds  of  scepticism,  which  darken  the  mind.  The 
violent  passions  of  his  soul,  and  his  strong  sensibilities,  exhibit  him  to 
the  world  like  the  ruin  of  some  venerable  pile,  or  the  wreck  of  some 
noble  vessel,  on  which  the  tempest  has  spent  its  fury. 

P.  2.    St.  III. 

"  The  dust  you  tread  boasts  longer  date  than  you." 

It  must  be  a  most  humbling  reflection  to  that  pride  of  intellect, 
which  too  often  is  found  to  accompany  scepticism,  to  reflect,  that  the 
grain  of  sand  under  our  feet,  has  to  boast  longer  duration  than  man, 
if  annihilation  is  to  succeed  to  life.  Mortifying  idea!  After  great 
cost  of  time  and  labour,  when  the  mind  may  be  supposed  to  have 
attained  some  valuable  knowledge  and  experience,  the  grave,  as  far 
as  relates  to  any  beneficial  effects  on  himself,  is  to  hide  all. 

If  analogy  may  be  admitted  in  argument,  the  immortality  of  the 
soul  may  be  argued  from  analogy.  It  is  admitted  in  philosophy, 
that  matter  is  indestructible  —  no  atom  of  matter  is  annihilated. 
Berthollet  has  shewn,  by  experiments,  that  when  the  soil  becomes 
charged  with  the  decomposed  leaves  of  vegetables,  the  oxygen  of  the 
atmosphere  combines  therewith,  and  constitutes  carbonic  acid  gas. 
This  same  carbon  is  gradually  absorbed  by  other  vegetables,  which  it 
adorns  with  renewed  beauty,  and  which,  in  its  turn,  submits  to 
putrefaction.  Also,  when  bodies  are  burnt,  and  apparently  nearly 
consumed,  none  of  their  constituent  parts  are  destroyed;  they  are 
separated  indeed  from  each  other,  at  the  high  temperature  to  which 
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they  are  exposed,  and  form  new  combinations  with  the  vital  air, 
with  which  they  come  in  contact,  by  affinity,  and  their  earthly  particles 
become  cinders : — so  accurately  hath  the  Creator  weighed  the  earth 
in  scales,  and  the  hills  in  a  balance. 

Again :  grain,  deposited  in  the  earth,  decays  and  rots,  but  the  germ 
bursts  forth  in  renewed  ^beauty ;  and  the  chrysalis  changes  to  the 
winged  inhabitant  of  air.  Is  the  vital  principle  in  •  man  of  less 
account  than  these? 

P.  3.    St.  IV. 

"  I  mark  your  mind, — its  high  aspiring  aim 
Asserts  precedence,  and  maintains  its  claim.'1'' 

Few  have  followed  the  erratic  mind  of  Lord  Byron  with  a  warmer 
interest  or  advocacy,  than  the  Author  of  the  preceding  Epistle,  so 
long  as  the  ground  was  tenable  :  Lord  Byron  possesses,  in  an  eminent 
degree,  the  faculty  of  embodying  the  strong  commanding  passions 
of  the  soul — of  being  able  to  mould  them  to  his  own  purpose — and  of 
bringing  the  minds  of  his  readers  into  a  state  of  vassalage  or  subjec- 
tion. But  it  must  be  evident,  that  the  stronger  the  degree  in  which 
he  possesses  this  power,  the  greater  the  danger,  if  he  perverts 
it  to  misguide  others :  on  this  principle  it  is,  that  an  opposition  to  the 
sentiments  he  has  announced  in  his  late  works,  becomes  an  imperious 
duty. 

P.  4.   St.  VI. 

"  For  wlio  can  trace  where  Sages  once  did  /read, 
Nor  feel  deep  reverence  for  the  mighty  dead?" 

Whilst  we  enter  fully  into  all  the  feelings  which  the  classic  traveller 
experiences,  when  traversing  the  same  spot  where  Ilesiod  or  Homer 
sung:  we  nevertheless  consider  that  the  scenes  are  capable  of 
awakening  higher  interests,  than  any  that  the  father  of  poetry  can 
ever  have  given  rise  to.  It  is  matter  of  consideration,  indeed,  how 
far  the  false  glare  and  tinselled  halo,  with  which  he  lias  surrounded 
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his  heroes,  may  not  have  caused  numerous  wars  and  fields  of  carnage, 
in  succeeding  ages,  to  this  very  hour. 

P.  5.   St.  VIII. 

"  But  Antioch  can  urge  a  nobler  claim''' 

Antioch,  a  city  of  Syria,  the  residence  of  the  Syrian  kings,  and 
where  the  disciples  of  Christ  first  received  the  name  of  Christians, 
is  eminent  also  for  the  establishment  of  an  early  Christian  church, 
into  which  the  Grecians  were  incorporated. 

Greece  is  dear  also  to  sacred  song ;  Athens  being  the  city  where 
Paul,  standing  on  Mars'  Hill,  delivered  that  impressive  address  to  the 
Grecians,  whom  he  perceived  in  all  things  to  be  too  superstitious : 
"  For,"  says  he,  "  as  I  passed  and  beheld  your  devotion,  I  found  an 
altar  with  this  inscription,  To  the  Unknown  God.  Whom, 
therefore,  ye  ignorantly  worship,  Him  declare  I  unto  you." — What  is 
there  in  classic  pages,  capable  of  exciting  emotions  equally  interest- 
ing? 

Is  it  possible,  that  an  erring  mortal  can  dwell  so  near  the  spot 
where  the  first  Christian  churches  were  planted,  and  feel  no  desire  to 
direct  the  most  earnest  inquiries  respecting  them?  Narrow  seas  only 
divide  the  residence  of  Lord  Byron  from  the  countries  where  once 
flourished  the  churches  of  Philippi,  Thessalonica,  Ephesus,  Sardis, 
Philadelphia,  and  Laodicea. 

P.  6.  St.  X. 

"  No — 1  would  rather  turn  you  to  each  page. 
Rich  with  the  stores  of  wisdom,  fruits  of  age, 
And  philosophic  lore — which  Newton  taught , 
Where  Locke,  and  Boyle,  and  Addison  have  wrought : 
Gigantic  minds." 

Here  I  may  be  permitted  to  introduce  what  I  have  remarked  on 
this  subject  on  another  occasion,  in  a  work  published  on  the  Con- 
tinent.    Christianity,  built  on  the  immutable  basis  of  eternal  wisdom — 
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venerable  by  age — lovely  by  its  purity — and  the  only  true  solace  of 
suffering  humanity,  has  long  withstood  the  assaults  of  its  enemies, 
and  the  injuries  it  has  sustained  from  its  pretended  friends.  If  Judas 
endeavoured  to  prevent  its  entrance  into  our  world ; — if  Julian  apos- 
tatised from  its  faith; — if  Rousseau  environed  it  with  doubts,  and 
Voltaire  discharged  against  it  the  shafts  of  a  malignant  infidelity ;  it 
ranks  amongst  its  defenders  far  nobler  names  than  these : — Grotius 
and  Abbadie  examined  into  its  evidences,  and  maintained  its  truth ; — 
the  philosophic  Bacon  became  its  disciple ; — Hale  directed  the  deep 
researches  of  his  strong  intellect,  and  believed; — the  pious  Paschal 
lived  and  died  in  its  faith; — the  character  of  the  amiable  Fenelon 
was  formed  upon  its  maxims; — the  energetic  Saurin  employed  his 
powerful  mind  in  elucidating  its  great  truths ; — Boyle,  Locke,  and 
Addison  were  amongst  its  advocates.  The  mighty  mind  of  Milton 
enkindled  at  the  sacred  flame ;  and  the  lofty  genius  of  Sir  Isaac 
Newton  became  prostrate  at  the  foot  of  the  cross.  These,  with  others, 
amongst  whom  will  be  found  the  wisest  and  the  best  of  our  race,  will 
rise  to  upbraid  us,  if,  at  any  time,  we  hesitate  to  rank  ourselves  among 
its  disciples. 

But  the  divine  scheme  of  the  Christian  Revelation  rests  not  its 
claims  to  universal  reception,  on  the  opinions  of  the  most  distinguished 
among  mankind ;  it  far  exceeds  all  earthly  wisdom;  it  far  outshines 
all  earthly  virtue;  that  economy,  which  angels  contemplate  with 
adoration  and  astonishment,  would  shine  in  its  own  glorious  efful- 
gence, although  an  ungrateful  world  should  reject  its  offers,  and  once 
more  provoke  an  offended  God  to  destroy  it. 

P.  6.   St.X. 

"  content  to  roam, 

Like  the  dull  spider  round  his  narrow  home, 

And  vent  on  every  side,  his  morbid  veiVmousfoam.'" 

If  Lord  Byron  has  so  paralyzed  his  own  feelings,  that  they  are  no 
longer  alive  to  those  evidences  of  providential  care,  which  direct  the 
universe ;— so  far  stifled  the  voice  of  the  Great  Spirit  within  him,  as  to 
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have  become  insensible  to  the  proofs  with  which  the  Inspired  Volume 
comes  attended,  let  him,  at  least,  abstain  from  spreading  the  deadly 
poison.  Why  rob  the  cheerless  hut  of  poverty  of  the  bright  hope  of 
imperishable  riches  ?  Why  deprive  the  child  of  sorrow  of  those  con- 
solations which  the  anticipations  of  unmingled  happiness  are  emi- 
nently calculated  to  afford  ?  If  such  is  irrecoverably,  the  morbid  state 
of  his  own  mind,  let  him  rather  seek  some  mountain  den,  some 
anchoret's  cave,  and  in  moody  melancholy  pass  off  the  stage  of  life. 

Sure  'tis  the  malice  of  a  vile  report, 

Engendered  in  the  caverns  of  despair. 

Which  tells  that  man, — himself  a  miracle, 

So  fearfully,  so  wonderfully  made, — 

Made  in  the  form  and  image  of  his  God, 

And  by  His  power  sustained  : — with  impious  voice, 

Shall  dare  that  power  deny ! — And  not  content 

In  dreary  silence  to  lament  his  fate, 

Shall  strive  to  spread  the  tale  of  unbelief, 

Rejoicing  in  his  shame. — Oh !  it  was  thus 

That  cruel  Nero  laughed  o'er  burning  Rome  : 

And  thus,  methinks,  in  yonder  world  of  woe, 

I  see  the  eternal  enemy  of  man, 

With  a  malignant  and  ferocious  joy, 

Exulting  o'er  the  ruins  he  hath  wrought. 


P.  7.    St.  XIII. 

"  Which  traces  Lyttleton  from  youth  to  age." 

These  observations  are  applicable  with  more  propriety  to  the  Lord 
Rochester,  whose  life,  as  written  by  Bishop  Burnett,  is  too  well  known 
to  render  extracts  necessary:  his  experience  is  that  of  thousands. 
Lord  Byron  himself  exhibits  a  striking  instance  of  the  unsatisfying 
nature  of  all  sublunary  enjoyments :  possessing  a  far  more  than 
ordinary  share  of  genius  ;  illustrious  by  rank,  and  of  wealth  sufficient; 

M 


82 


the  prize  of  happiness  is  not  won : — his  complainings  are  but  the 
echoes  to  the  declarations  of  Solomon — Vanity  of  vanities,  all  is 
vanity.     Or,  as  Young  forcibly  expresses  it, 

"  Discontent,  is  immortality." 


P.  9.   St.  XVII. 

"  Why  is  your  muse  thus  dead  to  patriot  worth  ? 
Have  you  forsworn  the  region  of  your  birth?" 

There  must  be  somewhat  diseased  in  that  head  or  in  that  heart,  in 
which  patriotism  has  ceased  to  dwell.  I  cannot  but  hope  that,  how- 
ever Lord  Byron  may  have  suffered  injuries,  real  or  imaginary,  to 
brood  in  his  mind,  and  involve  it  in  gloomy  sadness,  a  brighter 
day  will  dawn,  and  a  morning  of  sunshine  succeed. 


P.  9.    St.  XVII. 

"  Venetian  nymphs  and  proud  Hispanic? S  dames, 
On  your  light  song  possess  superior  claims." 

The  British  fair  owe  few  obligations  to  the  muse  of  Lord  Byron, 
as  I  may  have  occasion  to  observe  more  at  length ;  neither  should  the 
Spanish  ladies  feel  much  better  pleased  with  the  character  he  draws 
of  them,  in  the  First  Canto  of  his  Childe  Harold. 


P.  9.   St.  XVII. 

"  Can  you  despise  the  pure  content  which  reigns 
On  each  returning  sabbath,  midst  her  plains ; 
When  her  assembled  crowds  pour  forth  their  grateful  strains?" 

Lord  Byron  must  frequently  have  had  occasion  to  observe  that  most 
exhilarating  scene,  the  village  inhabitants  of  his  native  country,  neat. 
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clean,  and  in  their  very  best  attire,  repairing,  on  the  sabbath  morn,  to 
the  house  of  prayer.  He  faintly,  indeed,  alludes  to  it,  in  the 
Sixty-eighth  Stanza  of  the  First  Canto  of  Childe  Harold,  line  1 . 

"  The  sabbath  comes,  a  day  of  blessed  rest." 

In  a  mind  of  common  sensibility  it  awakens  the  most  lively  emotions : 
viewed  merely  as  a  secular  institution,  its  benefits  are  great  indeed ; 
— but,  when  viewed  as  a  preparation  for  the  future  enduring  scene, 
they  are  incalculable.  Man  is  destined  to  exist  in  two  worlds ;  it 
becomes  the  part  of  wisdom  to  prepare  for  his  happiness  in  both. 


P.  10.    St.  XVIII. 

u  When  your  young  muse  burst  on  the  march  of  time. 
With  pledge  of  genius,  genuine  and  sublime, 
To  nature  and  to  virtue's  feelings  true, 
Your  country  turned  with  fondest  hope  to  you: 
Alas,  how  fallen  !  " 

The  first  bright  effort  of  the  genius  of  Lord  Byron  was,  the  First 
Canto  of  Childe  Harold's  Pilgrimage  ;  in  the  Third  Stanza  of  which, 
we  find  the  following  correct  observations : 

"  Nor  all  that  heralds  rake  from  coffined  clay, 
Nor  florid  prose,  nor  honied  lies  of  rhyme, 
Can  blazen  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime." 

Again,  in  his  Twentieth  Stanza,  characterising  Honorius,  he  well 
observes — 

"  Deep  in  yon  cave  Honorius  long  did  dwell, 
In  hope  to  merit  heaven,  by  making  earth  a  hell.'' 

False  views  of  the  character  of  God  among  the  pretended  friends 
of  religion,  have  done  more  injury  to  the  cause,  than  all  the  shafts 
of  infidelity. 
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In  Stanza  XXII.  he  confessed — 

"  That  awhile  he  learned  to  moralize, 

For  meditation  fixed  at  times  on  him, 
And  conscious  reason  whispered  to  despise 
His  early  youth,  mispent  in  maddest  whim." 

Why  had  he  not  then  listened  to  the  secret  monitor?   Then,  as  he 
gazed  on  truth,  his  aching  eyes  had  not  grown  dim. 

In  his  Forty-fourth  Stanza,  how  just  and  how  beautiful  his  reflec- 
tions on  war. 

"  Enough  of  battle's  minions !   let  them  play 

Their  game  of  lives,  and  barter  breath  for  fame — 
Fame  that  will  scarce  reanimate  their  clay, 

Though  thousands  fall  to  deck  some  single  name." 

His  Second  Canto,  Stanzas  XXV.  and  XXVI.,  in  which  he  describes 
what  solitude  is,  proves  him  to  have  possessed  a  high  degree  of  true 
feeling. 


P.  10.   St.  XVIII. 

"  Did  not  conscience  speak, 

When  first  Don  Juan  on  your  mind  did  break  ? 
Did  not  some  small  still  voice  assail  within, 
T'  abstain  from  such  licentious  tale  of  sin  V 

Consistency  of  character  merits  to  be  ranked  among  the  cardinal 
virtues.  Has  Lord  Byron  forgotten,  that,  in  the  ingenuousness  of 
youth,  and  in  the  just  indignation  of  violated  moral  feelings,  he  stood 
forth  the  champion  of  virtue,  even  to  the  castigation  of  one,  of  whose 
friendship  he  now  boasts  ?  The  following  lines  elevated  their  author 
in  the  scale  of  goodness,  higher  than  did  even  his  literary  attainments, 
inasmuch  as  excellence  excels  elegance. 
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"  Who  in  soft  guise,  surrounded  by  a  choir 

Of  virgins  melting,  not  to  Vesta's  fire, 
Strikes  his  wild  lyre,  whilst  listening  dames  are  hushed  ? 

Tis  Little!  young  Catullus  of  his  day, 

As  sweet,  but  as  immoral  in  his  lay! 
Grieved  to  condemn,  the  muse  must  still  be  just. 

Pure  is  the  flame  which  o'er  her  altar  burns ; 

From  grosser  incense  with  disgust  she  turns ; 

Yet,  kind  to  youth,  this  expiation  o'er, 

She  bids  thee  '  mend  thy  line  and  sin  no  more.'" 

These  lines  appeared  in  the  Address  of  English  Bards  and  Scotch 
Reviewers:  in  the  Preface  to  the  Third  Edition  of  which  Work,  is 
added,  "  But  the  unquestionable  possession  of  considerable  genius  by 
several  of  the  writers  here  censured,  renders  their  mental  prostitu- 
tion more  to  be  regretted.  Imbecility  may  be  pitied,  or,  at  worst, 
laughed  at,  and  forgotten;  perverted  powers  demand  the  most 
severe  reprehension." 

How  must  the  voice  of  this  heavenly  monitor  have  been  subdued, 
ere  Don  Juan  appeared,  anonymously  indeed;  and  therefore  would 
not  have  been  noticed  as  Lord's  Byron's,  if  it  had  not  been  acknow- 
ledged by  him  in  a  letter,  which  has  recently  been  made  public, — a 
work  in  which  one  of  those  degrading  scenes  of  vice,  which  humbles 
humanity,  is  dragged  forward  to  public  notice. 

Trie  greater  proportion  of  Lord  Byron's  readers  are  females.  Is  it 
revenge,  or  what  other  passion,  that  could  induce  him  to  endeavour 
to  pollute  the  "  unblemished  form  of  chastity" — to  poison  the  streams 
of  virtue  at  their  fountain  springs?  Milton  knew  well  to  estimate 
chastity,  when  he  sung — 

"  So  dear  to  heaven  is  saintly  chastity, 
That  when  a  soul  is  found  sincerely  so — 
A  thousand  liveried  angels  lackey  her, 
Driving  far  and  off  each  thring  of  sin  and  guilt." 
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To  scatter  the  seeds  of  vice  into  the  female  bosom,  which  should 
be  the  abode  of  all  that  is  lovely  and  of  good  report,  is  to  people  the 
earth  with  furies,  and  to  make  a  hell  of  heaven. 

Lord  Byron  cannot  fail  to  have  observed  some  striking  effects 
produced  by  the  general  corruption  of  female  manners  in  the  city 
wherein  he  has  long  resided.  P.  Darel,  in  his  History  of  the 
Republic  of  Venice,  recently  published,  has  a  remark,  which  may  be 
thus  translated :  "  The  corrupt  state  of  female  morals  has  deprived 
women  of  all  ascendancy :  you  cannot  produce,  in  the  History  of 
Venice,  an  instance  of  their  exercising  the  smallest  degree  of 
influence." 


P.  11.   St.  XXI. 

"  Say,  doth  your  lofty  towering  mind  disdain 
The  beaten  path,  where  every  way  is  plain, 
To  soar  above  your  race  ?" 

Lord  Byron  is  fully  sensible  of  the  pernicious  effects  of  pride  and 
ambition:  he  possesses  such  abilities  for  discriminating  human 
character,  when  he  permits  nature  to  speak,  that  some  passages  in 
his  own  works  are  among  the  strongest  that  can  be  urged  against 
him.     Thus,  in  the  Doge  of  Venice — 

"  Pride,  the  same  sin  that  overthrew  the  angels, 
And  of  all  sins  most  easily  besets 
Mortals,  the  nearest  to  angelic  nature." 


P.  15.   St.  XXIX. 

"  The  daily  records  mark  enough  of  this." 

The   public  journals,  if  viewed  aright,    afford  strong   evidences 
of  the  truth  of  Christianity,   which  pourtrays  the  human  heart   as 
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"  deceitful  above  all  things,  and  desperately  wicked."  This  fatal 
truth  is  confirmed  equally  by  the  details  of  the  vices  of  high  life,  as 
by  the  delinquency  of  the  lower  classes;  and  becomes  apparent 
in  the  executions,  transportations,  and  other  punishments,  which  are 
a  disgrace  to  our  system  of  jurisprudence.  Scripture  declares, 
"  There  is  none  that  doeth  good,  no,  not  one."  This  is  indeed 
humbling  to  man's  pride,  but  no  less  true.  Moore,  in  his  last 
elegant  poem,  Lalla  Rookh,  admits  this  truth,  when  he  sings — 

"  The  trail  of  the  serpent  is  over  them  all.'' 

And  a  visit  to  the  nursery,  or  the  domestic  fire-side,  speaks  loudly  in 
confirmation  thereof. 


P.  16.   St.  XXXI. 

"  Whether  that  solemn  moment  shall  arrive 
On  desart  plains,  or  midst  the  peopled  hive;" 

It  will  be  recollected  that,  in  an  Appendix  to  the  Poem  entitled 
Mazeppo,  there  appeared  an  extraordinary  narrative  of  the  death- 
scene  of  Augustus  Darvell,  a  friend  of  Lord  Byron's,  on  their  way  to 
Ephesus,  of  which  the  following  is  an  extract : — 

"  We  had  passed  half  way  towards  the  remains  of  Ephesus,  leaving 
behind  us  the  more  fertile  environs  of  Smyrna,  and  were  entering 
upon  that  wild  and  tenantless  track,  through  the  marshes  and  defiles, 
which  lead  to  the  few  huts,  yet  lingering  over  the  broken  columns  of 
Diana,  the  roofless  walls  of  expelled  Christianity,  and  the  still  more 
recent  but  complete  desolation  of  abandoned  mosques;  when  the 
sudden  and  rapid  illness  of  my  companion  obliged  us  to  halt  at  a 
Turkish  cemetery,  the  tur  baned  tomb-stones  of  which  were  the  sole 
indication  that  human  life  had  ever  been  a  sojourner  in  this  wilder- 
ness. The  only  caravansera  we  had  seen,  was  left  some  hours  behind 
us;  not  a  vestige  of  a  town  or  even  cottage  was  within  sight  ofhope : 
and  this  '  city  of  the  dead,'  appeared  to  be  the  sole  refuge  for  my 
unfortunate  friend,  who  seemed  on  the  verge  of  becoming  the  last  of 
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its  inhabitants.  He  asked  for  water.  I  had  some  doubts  of  our 
being  able  to  find  any;  and  prepared  to  go  in  search  of  it,  with 
hesitating  despondency : — but  he  desired  me  to  remain  ;  and  turning 
to  Suleiman,  our  Janizary,  who  stood  by  us  smoking  with  great 
tranquillity,  he  said,  Sulieman,  verbani  sue  (i.  e.  bring  some  water), 
and  went  on  describing  the  spot  where  it  was  to  be  found,  with  great 
minuteness,  at  a  small  well  for  camels,  a  few  hundred  yards  to  the 
right :  the  Janizary  obeyed.  I  said  to  Darvell,  '  How  did  you  know 
this?'  He  replied,  'From  our  situation;  you  must  perceive  that  this 
place  was  once  inhabited,  and  could  not  have  been  so  without  springs : 
I  have  also  been  here  before.'  The  quenching  of  his  thirst  had  the 
appearance  of  reviving  him  for  a  moment,  and  I  conceived  hopes  of 
his  being  able  to  proceed,  or  at  least  return ;  and  I  urged  the  attempt. 
He  was  silent,  and  appeared  to  be  collecting  his  spirits  for  an  effort 
to  speak.  He  began:  'This  is  the  end  of  my  journey,  and  of  my 
life.  I  came  here  to  die  ;  but  I  have  a  request  to  make — a  com- 
mand— for  such  my  last  words  must  be.  You  will  observe  it.' — '  Most 
certainly;  but  have  better  hopes.' — '  I  have  no  hopes  nor  wishes, 
but  this : — conceal   my  death  from  every  human  being.' — '  I  hope 

there  will  be  no  occasion ;  that  you  will  recover,  and '     '  Peace ! 

it  must  be  so :  promise  this.' — '  I  do.' — '  Swear  it  by  all  that ' 

[He  here  dictated  an  oath  of  great  solemnity.]  '  There  is  no 
occasion  for  this,  I  will  observe  your  request;  and  to  doubt  me 
is '     '  It  cannot  be  helped,  you  must  swear.' 

"  I  took  the  oath ;  it  appeared  to  relieve  him.  He  removed  a  seal 
ring  from  his  finger,  on  which  were  some  Arabic  characters,  and 
presented  it  to  me.  He  proceeded :  *  On  the  ninth  day  of  the  month, 
at  noon,  precisely,  (what  month  you  please,  but  this  must  be  the 
day),  you  must  fling  this  ring  into  the  salt  springs  which  run  into  the 
Bay  of  Eleusis :  the  day  after,  at  the  same  hour,  you  must  repair  to 
the  ruins  of  the  Temple  of  Ceres,  and  wait  one  hour.' — '  Why?' — 
'  You  will  see.' — 'The  ninth  day  of  the  month,  you  say?" — 'The 
ninth.' 

"  As  I  observed  that  the  present  was  the  ninth  day  of  the  month, 
his  countenance  changed,   and   he   paused.     As   he    sat,  evidently 
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becoming  more  feeble,  a  stork,  with  a  snake  in  her  beak,  perched  upon 
a  tomb-stone  near  us ;  and,  without  devouring  her  prey,  appeared  to 
be  steadfastly  regarding  us.  I  know  not  what  impelled  me  to 
drive  it  away,  but  the  attempt  was  useless ;  she  made  a  few  circles  in 
the  air,  and  returned  exactly  to  the  same  spot.  Darvell  pointed  to  it, 
and  smiled :  he  spoke,  I  know  not  whether  to  himself  or  me ;  but 
the  words  were  only,  «  Tis  well.' — '  What  is  well  ? — What  do  you 
mean?' — *  No  matter;  you  must  bury  me  here  this  evening,  and 
exactly  where  that  bird  is  now  perched.  You  know  the  rest  of  my 
injunctions.' 

"  He  then  proceeded  to  give  me  several  directions,  as  to  the 
manner  in  which  his  death  might  be  best  concealed.  After  these 
were  finished,  he  exclaimed,  '  You  perceive  that  bird ;' — *  Certainly.' 
*  And  the  serpent  writhing  in  her  beak?' — '  Doubtless;  there  is 
nothing  uncommon  in  it,  it  is  her  natural  prey ;  but  it  is  odd  that 
she  does  not  devour  it.'  He  smiled,  in  a  ghastly  manner,  and  said, 
faintly,  '  It  is  not  yet  time.'  As  he  spoke,  the  stork  flew  away.  My 
eyes  followed  it  for  a  moment;  it  could  hardly  be  longer  than  ten 
might  be  counted:  and,  turning  to  look  upon  his  face,  perceived  that 
he  was  dead !  I  was  shocked  with  the  sudden  certainty,  which  could 
not  be  mistaken ;  his  countenance  in  a  few  minutes  became  nearly 
black.  I  should  have  attributed  so  rapid  a  change  to  poison,  had  I 
not  been  aware  that  he  had  no  opportunity  of  receiving  it  unper- 
ceived.  The  day  was  declining — the  body  was  rapidly  altering — and 
nothing  remained,  but  to  fulfil  his  request.  With  the  aid  of  Suleiman's 
ataghan,  and  my  own  sabre,  we  scooped  out  a  shallow  grave  upon 
the  spot,  which  Darvell  had  indicated:  the  earth  easily  gave  way, 
having  already  received  some  Mahometan  tenant.  We  dug  as  deeply 
as  the  time  permitted  us  ;  and,  throwing  the  dry  earth  upon  all  that 
remained  of  the  singular  being  so  lately  departed,  we  cut  a  few 
sods  of  greener  turfs  from  the  less  withered  soil  around  us,  and  laid 
them  upon  his  sepulchre. 

"  Between  astonishment  and  grief,  I  was  tearless !" 
Compare  this  dark  picture  with  the  death-bed  scene  of  Addison, 
the   believer   in   Christianity.      Finding   his    end    approaching,    he 
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requested  his  relation,  the  Lord  Warwick,  a  young  man  of  irregular 
life  and  sceptical  opinions,  to  attend  him.  When  he  came,  having  a 
great  respect  for  Addison,  he  inquired,  with  much  tenderness,  What 
were  his  last  injunctions?  "  I  have  sent  for  you,"  said  Addison, 
"  that  you  may  see  how  a  Christian  can  die" — and  soon  after 
expired. 

Thus,  in  the  case  of  Addison,  we  see  the  soul  in  its  full  vigour, 
amidst  the  wreck  of  the  body.  In  Robert  Boyle,  whose  life  formed 
a  strong  comment  on  Christianity,  "  his  sight  grew  dim  a  few  hours 
only  before  he  died;  and  death  came  on  him  imperceptibly,  but 
with  a  mind  unimpaired."  Locke  expired,  at  the  age  of  seventy- 
three,  with  all  the  faculties  of  his  mind  perfect  to  the  last — no 
alteration  in  his  humour.  Lady  Masham,  who  was  present,  states, 
"  that  his  death  was  like  his  life — truly  pious,  yet  natural,  easy,  and 
unaffected:  nor  can  time,  I  think,  ever  produce  a  more  eminent 
example  of  reason  and  religion,  than  he  was,  living  and  dying." 
(Oates,  Nov.  8,  1704.)  The  Psalms  of  the  Son  of  Jesse  were  his 
dying  anthem; — Lady  Masham  read  them  to  him,  until  nearly  the 
period  of  his  death. 

Numerous  are  the  instances  which  might  be  brought  forward,  to 
prove  that  the  soul  in  man  is  in  perfect  vigour,  up  to  the  very 
moment  of  the  body's  death ;  and  that  the  principles  of  Christianity 
can  support,  amidst  the  throes  of  nature's  dissolution. 


P.  18.   St.  XXXV. 

"  Till  doubt  on  doubt  overwhelm  with  deep  and  vast  surprise" 

Mr.  Lawrance,  in  his  Physiological  and  Zoological  Lectures, 
admits  the  limited  state  of  human  knowledge,  and  the  mysteries 
which  pervade  all  science.  His  words  are — "  I  acknowledge  that  we 
are  entirely  ignorant  how  the  liver  secretes  bile,  how  the  muscles 
contract,  or  how  any  other  living  purpose  is  effected." 
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P.  19.    St.  XXXVII. 

"  Sometimes,  indeed,  tti  avenging  God  comes  forth, 
In  all  the  might  and  majesty  of  wrath; 
Strikes  with  a  stroke  so  awful  from  His  throne, 
That  all,  the  God  of  Providence  must  own." 

In  the  general  government  of  the  world,  it  is  evident  that  the 
Almighty  showers  down  his  favours  on  the  just  and  the  unjust ;  and 
leaves  to  the  great  day  of  retribution,  the  adjudication  of  the  re- 
wards or  punishments,  due  to  each  individual,  for  the  manner  in 
which  the  talents  severally  entrusted  have  been  employed.  But  the 
most  casual  observer  cannot  but  admit,  that  Omnipotence  defied,  and 
his  laws  spurned,  comes  forth,  occasionally,  in  all  the  majesty  of 
wrath,  and  strikes  with  a  blow  so  severe,  and  speaks  with  a  voice  so 
loud,  that  the  most  hardened  sinner  trembles. 

That  case  must  be  fresh  in  recollection,  when  the  wife  of  a  re- 
spectable tradesman,  in  the  metropolis,  was  seized  with  a  fatal 
disease,  which  terminated  in  almost  instant  death,  just  as  she  had 
entered  a  house  of  ill  fame,  with  the  view  of  an  adulterous  inter- 
course :  so  rapid  was  the  complaint,  as  not  even  to  permit  a  removal 
from  the  guilty  spot,  where  the  coroner's  inquest  met,  and  gave  their 
awful  verdict. 

Another  instance  occurred  recently  in  one  of  our  provincial  towns, 
when  two  men,  after  having  tried  which  could  eat  most,  for  a 
wager,  made  a  second  bet,  of  which  could  take  the  most  horrid  oaths : 
the  loser  of  the  first  wager  had  exerted  his  talents  in  swearing,  when 
his  opponent  started  up,  and  uttered  blasphemies,  which  shocked  all 
around.  He  was  seized  in  the  very  act  by  a  paralysis,  was  taken 
home,  and  expired  in  a  few  days. 

A  third  instance,  not  less  striking,  occurred  in  the  city  of  Bristol. 
A  merchant  had  been  so  successful  in  his  commerce,  that  he  had  at 
an  early  age  acquired  a  considerable  fortune,  and  resolved  to  retire 
from  business :  he  had  on  all  occasions  made  a  mock  of  religion, 
and  indulged  himself  freely  in  vice.     When  he  mounted  his  gig,  to 
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begin  his  journey,  which  he  intended  to  be  his  last  whilst  in  trade,  after 
commencing  his  speech  with  an  oath,  he  added,  "I  am  off  for  the 
last  time ;"  and  so  it  proved — for  he  was  thrown  out  of  the  carriage,  and 
killed. 


P.  22.   St.XLII. 

"  Admit  Creation,  through  its  boundless  range, 
Yet  dare  deny  tK  Almighty  power  to  change 
His  own  eternal  purposes  and  laws? 

A  doubt  of  miracles  form  one  of  the  most  favourite  weapons 
with  which  unbelievers  attack  Christianity,  even  among  such  as 
readily  admit  the  existence  of  a  great  first  cause — a  creating  power. 
A  striking  instance  this,  of  inconsistency  in  human  character,  which 
admits  the  greater  miracle  of  creation,  and  denies  the  power  of  the 
Being  which  created  all  things,  to  support  Jonah  in  the  belly  of  the 
whale,  and  raise  Lazarus  from  the  dead. 

To  presume  to  bind  the  Creator  of  all  things  by  his  own  laws,  who, 
of  necessity,  must  have  the  power  to  dispense  with  them,  or  change 
them  at  his  pleasure,  is  impiety. 


P.  22.   St.XLIII. 

"  How  the  blest  Volume,  in  itself  so  good, 
Has  been  imposed  upon  our  doubting  race; 
And  how  obtained  such  high  distinguished  place?" 

The  purity  of  the  doctrines  contained  in  divine  Revelation,  entitles 
it  to  a  respect  above  all  other  systems  of  ethics,  which  the  sages  of 
antiquity,  or  which  modern  philosophy  has  given  birth  to.  This 
alone  ought  to  have  preserved  it  from  attack ;  for  virtue  and  happiness 
are  twin  companions — they  travel  earth  together — when  separated, 
they  sicken  and  die. 

Those  who  have  drank  deepest  into  its  holy  spirit,  and  embodied 
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it  into  their  lives  and  actions — who  have  tasted  of  the  power  of 
Christ's  resurrection — will  see  enough  in  the  internal  evidences  of 
the  Gospel,  to  go  on  their  way  rejoicing. 

Divest  the  Scriptures  of  their  authenticity,  as  an  inspired  commu- 
nication to  man,  and  they  exhibit  a  greater  miracle  in  themselves, 
than  all  the  miracles  which  they  require  us  to  believe. 

P.  23.   St.XLV. 

"  Efen  heathen  sages  felt  their  want,  and  own 
Some  emanation  needful  from  the  throne 
Of  Wisdom  and  of  Knowledge" 

Several  of  the  virtuous  heathens  possessed,  considering  their  means 
of  knowledge,  very  enlarged  views  of  a  creating  and  presiding 
Power.  Socrates,  who  lived  near  500  years  before  Jesus  Christ,  and 
who  has  been  denominated  the  Philosophic  Patriarch,  advised  to 
contemplate  God,  and  to  abstract  the  soul  from  corporeal  sense. 
He  admitted  the  unity  of  God — His  power — His  providence — His 
perfections.  That  the  soul,  being  simple,  passed  into  another  life  of 
rewards  for  the  good,  and  punishment  for  the  wicked. 


P.  24.    St.XLVI. 

*  Oh  !   how  had  Plato  welcomed  the  record." 

Plato  appears  to  have  carried  his  ideas  and  expectations  still 
farther  than  Socrates,  his  master.  A  strong  and  reciprocal  friend- 
ship subsisted  between  them;  for  the  purity  of  his  life  and  maxims, 
he  was  named  the  Divine  Plato.  His  knowledge  was  deep  and 
extensive ;  he  taught  the  being  of  a  God — the  immortality  of  the  soul — 
and  seems  to  have  had  views  of  the  necessity  of  a  more  clear 
revelation :  so  much  so,  that  some  have  thought  that  he  must  have 
had  access  to  the  Books  of  Moses ;  but  no  traces  of  such  communica- 
tions can  be  found. 
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P.  25.   St.XLVlIl. 

"  Babylon,  the  renowned — the  strong — the  great — 
The  splendid  centre  of  all  Eastern  state, 
Is  found  no  more — sunk  'neath  predicted  fate" 

Ancient  authors,  as  well  sacred  as  profane,  concur  in  their  descrip- 
tions of  the  magnificent  city  of  Babylon,  and  the  pride  and  vanity  of 
its  monarchs.  Nebuchadnezzar  exclaimed,  "  Is  not  this  great  Baby- 
lon, that  I  have  built  for  the  house  of  the  kingdom,  by  the  might  of 
my  power,  and  for  the  honour  of  my  majesty?"  Isaiah  describes  it 
as  "  the  glory  of  kingdoms,  the  beauty  of  the  Chaldees'  excellency," 
chap.  xiii.  19;  and  as  "  the  golden  city,"  chap.  xiv.  4.  It  may  easily 
be  imagined  in  what  spirit  and  temper  a  city,  thus  exalted,  would  re- 
ceive the  warnings  and  denunciations  of  the  prophets,  who  foretold  its 
humiliation  and  final  destruction.  In  obedience  to  the  commands  of 
the  Most  High,  Isaiah  and  Jeremiah,  in  the  zenith  of  its  power,  and 
when  most  intoxicated  with  prosperity,  ventured  to  predict  its  down- 
fal.  Isaiah,  in  the  twenty-first  chapter,  denominated  the  burden  of 
the  desert  of  the  sea,  beheld  in  vision,  when  a  watchman,  from  one 
of  its  towers,  cried  out,  "  A  lion ;  behold,  here  cometh  a  chariot  of 
men,  with  a  couple  of  horsemen  :  and  he  answered,  and  said,  Baby- 
lon is  fallen — is  fallen — and  all  the  graven  images  of  her  gods  he 
hath  broken  to  the  ground."  Jeremiah  exclaims,  (chap,  li.)  "  Set  up 
the  standard  upon  the  walls  of  Babylon,  make  the  watch  strong ;  set 
up  the  watchmen,  prepare  the  ambushes:  for  the  Lord  hath  both 
devised  and  done  that  which  he  spake  against  the  inhabitants  of 
Babylon.  O  thou  that  dwellest  upon  many  waters,  abundant  in 
treasures,  thine  end  is  come,  and  the  measure  of  thy  covetousness." 

It  is  further  remarkable,  that  the  very  leader,  whose  conquests  were 
to  be  thus  won  against  this  proud  city,  is  announced  by  name,  long 
ere  his  birth.  Isaiah  xlv.  "  Thus  saith  the  Lord  to  his  anointed,  to 
Cyrus,  whose  right  hand  I  have  holden,  to  subdue  nations  before  him  ; 
and  I  will  loose  the  loins  of  kings,  to  open  before  him  the  two-leaved 
gates;  and  the  gates  shall  not  be  shut:  1  will  go  before  thee,  and 
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make  Ihe  crooked  places  straight :  I  will  break  in  pieces  the  gates  of 
brass,  and  cut  in  sunder  the  bars  of  iron." 

The  very  period  of  these  events  was  foretold  by  Jeremiah,  (chap, 
xxv.)  "  And  it  shall  come  to  pass,  when  seventy  years  are  accomplished, 
that  I  will  punish  the  king  of  Babylon,  and  that  nation,  saith  the 
Lord,  for  their  iniquity,  and  the  land  of  the  Chaldeans,  and  will  make 
it  perpetual  desolations.  For  many  nations  and  great  kings  shall 
serve  themselves  of  them  also:  and  I  will  recompense  them  accord- 
ing to  their  deeds,  and  according  to  the  works  of  their  own  hands." 
These  very  nations  were  determined  upon.  Isaiah  (chap,  xxi.) — "  Go 
up,  O  Elam :  besiege,  O  Media."  And  Jerem.  li. — "  Make  bright  the 
arrows  ;  gather  the  shields  :  the  Lord  hath  raised  up  the  spirit  of  the 
king  of  the  Medes  :  for  his  device  is  against  Babylon,  to  destroy  it ; 
because  it  is  the  vengeance  of  the  Lord,  the  vengeance  of  his  temple." 
It  was  yet  further  determined,  that  the  river  should  be  dried  up 
before  the  city  should  be  taken.  Isaiah  xliv. — u  That  saith  to  the 
deep,  Be  dry,  and  I  will  dry  up  the  rivers.  That  saith  to  Cyrus, 
He  is  my  shepherd,  and  shall  perform  all  my  pleasure." 

Again,  it  was  declared,  that  the  city  should  be  surprised  during  the 
time  of  a  great  festival.  Jerem.  li. — "  And  I  will  make  drunk  her 
princes,  and  her  wise  men,  her  captains,  and  her  rulers,  and  her 
mighty  men :  and  they  shall  sleep  a  perpetual  sleep,  and  not  wake, 
saith  the  King,  whose  name  is  the  Lord  of  Hosts.  Thus  saith  the 
Lord  of  Hosts,  The  broad  walls  shall  be  utterly  broken,  and  her  high 
gates  shall  be  burned  with  fire." 

Let  it  be  noted,  these  prophecies  against  Babylon  were  announced 
by  Isaiah  upwards  of  150  years,  and  those  of  Jeremiah  from  fifty  to 
seventy  years,  before  their  accomplishment.  Let  us  now  remark  how 
fully,  how  minutely,  they  have  been  fulfilled. 

Of  Cyrus  we  learn,  that  with  the  united  forces  of  the  Medes  and 
Persians,  he  took  Sardis  and  Babylon,  and  extended  his  conquests 
over  all  Asia,  from  the  River  Indus  to  the  iEgean  Sea.  He  turned  the 
course  of  the  River  Euphrates,  which  ran  through  the  midst  of  Ba- 
bylon, which  was  upwards  of  two  furlongs  broad,  and  very  deep,  and 
considered  as  a    strong  defence,   on  the    night    of  a   great    annual 
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festival,  whilst  the  inhabitants  were  carousing,  by  means  of  deep 
trenches  and  a  lake,  so  that  the  stream  became  fordable  with  ease ; 
and  took  the  city,  which  deemed  itself  impregnable,  and  was  amply 
provided  with  provisions. 

For  the  truth  of  these  facts,  consult  Herodotus,  Xenophon,  Pliny, 
and  others. 

Pliny  expressly  states  the  conquests  of  Cyrus  to  be  of  great  value 
and  extent;  the  riches  of  Croesus,  whom  he  captured,  are  proverbial. 

But  the  most  remarkable  circumstances  attending  this  prophecy, 
still  remain  to  be  noticed.  Isaiah,  (chap,  xiii.)  speaking  of  Babylon, 
adds — "  It  shall  never  be  inhabited,  neither  shall  it  be  dwelt  in  from 
generation  to  generation ;  neither  shall  the  Arabian  pitch  tent  there, 
neither  shall  the  shepherds  make  their  fold  there :  and  the  wild  beasts 
of  the  island  shall  cry  in  their  desolate  houses,  and  dragons  in  their 
pleasant  palaces."  Jeremiah,  (chap,  l.)  adds — "  The  wild  beasts  of  the 
desert,  with  the  wild  beasts  of  the  island,  shall  dwell  there,  and  the 
owls  shall  dwell  therein :  and  it  shall  be  no  more  inhabited  for  ever ; 
neither  shall  it  be  dwelt  in  from  generation  to  generation."  And 
accordingly,  Babylon  became  a  desolate  waste.  Alexander,  indeed, 
purposed  to  have  made  it  the  seat  of  his  empire : — death  put  an  end 
to  his  projects. 

Diodorus  Siculus  describes  it  as  ruined  or  decayed  in  his  time. 
Lib.  II.  p.  70.  Edit.  Steph.  p.  98.  Edit.  Rhod. 

Strabo,  who  wrote  not  long  after  Diodorus  Siculus,  says,  "  The 
great  city  is  now  become  a  great  desert." 

Pliny  affirms  it  was  reduced  to  solitude. 

Pausanias,  who  flourished  about  the  second  century  after  Christ, 
says,  in  his  Arcadius,  "  That  of  Babylon,  the  greatest  city  the  world 
ever  saw,  there  is  nothing  now  remaining  but  the  walls." 

Maximus  Tyrius  mentions  it  as  neglected  and  forsaken. 

Lucian  intimates,  in  a  little  time  it  will  be  sought  for,  and  not  be 
found,  like  Nineveh. 

Constantine  the  Great,  in  an  Oration  preserved  by  Eusebius,  saith, 
"  That  he  himself  was  upon  the  spot,  and  an  eye-witness  of  the 
desolate  and  miserable  situation  of  the  city." 
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In  Jerome's  time,  who  lived  in  the  fourth  century,  it  was  converted 
into  a  chace  to  keep  wild  beasts  in  for  the  hunting  of  the  kings  of 
Persia. 

I  proceed  to  examine  what  later  authors  state  concerning  Babylon. 
Benjamin  of  Tudela,  a  Jew,  who  lived  in  the  twelfth  century,  in  his 
Itinerary,  page  76,  asserts, — "  That  ancient  Babylon  is  now  laid 
waste ;  but  some  ruins  are  still  to  be  seen  of  Nebuchadnezzar's 
palace,  and  men  fear  to  enter  there  on  account  of  the  serpents  and 
scorpions  which  are  in  the  midst  of  it." 

Texeira,  a  Portuguese,  in  the  description  of  his  travels  from  India 
to  Italy,  affirms,  cap.  5, — "  That  of  this  great  and  famous  city  there  is 
only  a  few  vestiges  remaining,  nor  in  the  whole  region  is  any  place 
less  frequented." 

Rauwolf,  a  German  traveller,  in  1574,  narrates, — "  This  country  is 
so  dry  and  barren  that  it  cannot  be  tilled;  and  so  bare,  that  I  could 
never  have  believed,  that  this  powerful  city,  once  the  most  stately 
and  renowned  in  all  the  world,  and  situated  in  the  pleasant  and 
fruitful  valley  of  Shinar,  could  have  ever  stood  there.  Near  the 
village  of  Elugo  stood  the  tower  of  Babylon :  it  is  still  to  be  seen, 
and  is  half  a  league  in  diameter ;  but  so  ruinous,  so  low,  and  so  full 
of  venomous  creatures,  which  lodge  in  holes,  made  by  them  in  the 
rubbish,  that  no  one  dare  approach  nearer  to  it  than  half  a  league." 

Petrus  Vallensis,  a  noble  Roman,  was  in  Bagdat,  in  1616 ;  he 
states, — "  In  the  middle  of  a  vast  and  level  plain,  about  a  quarter  of 
a  league  from  Euphrates,  which,  in  that  place,  runs  westward,  appears 
a  heap  of  ruins  :  its  situation  and  form  corresponds  with  the  pyramid 
which  Strabo  calls,  the  Tower  of  Belus  ;  and  is,  in  all  likelihood,  the 
tower  of  Nimrod,  in  Babylon : — a  babel,  as  that  place  is  still  called." 

Taveraier  relates,  Vol.  II.  Book  II.  chap.  5, — "  That  at  the  parting 
of  the  Tigris,  which  is  but  a  little  way  from  Bagdat,  there  is  the 
foundation  of  a  city,  which  may  seem  to  have  been  a  large  league  in 
compass.  There  are  some  of  the  walls  yet  standing,  on  which  six 
coaches  may  go  abreast:  they  are  made  of  burnt  brick,  ten  feet 
square  and  three  thick.  The  chronicles  of  the  country  say,  there 
stood  the  ancient  Babylon." 

O 
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P.  25.    St.  XLIX. 

"  Tyre!   sea-girt  city, — 
Deserted  now — with  fisher's  nets  are  spread.11 

Another  most  remarkable  instance  of  the  fulfilment  of  prophecy, 
will  be  found  in  the  denunciations  against  Tyre. — "  The  daughter  of 
Sidon;  the  joyous  city,  whose  antiquity  is  of  ancient  days," — described 
by  Ezekiel  (chap,  xxvii.) — "  situate  at  the  entry  of  the  sea,  which  art 
a  merchant  of  the  people  for  many  isles.  The  inhabitants  of  eastern 
nations  were  thy  merchants,  in  blue  foldings,  and  broidered  work, 
and  in  chests  of  rich  apparel,  bound  with  cords,  and  made  of  cedar, 
among  thy  merchandize.  The  ships  of  Tarshish  did  sing  of  thee  in 
the  markets,  and  thou  wast  replenished,  and  made  very  glorious  in 
the  midst  of  the  seas." — "  Whose  merchants,"  says  Isaiah,  "  are  princes ; 
whose  traffickers  are  the  honourable  of  the  earth."  Thus  wealthy 
and  elated  was  the  proud  city,  when  the  word  of  the  Lord  came 
unto  Ezekiel,  saying, — "  Son  of  man,  say  unto  the  prince  of  Tyrus, 
Thus  saith  the  Lord  God,  Because  thine  heart  is  lifted  up,  and  thou 
hast  said,  I  am  a  God,  I  sit  in  the  seat  of  God,  in  the  midst  of  the 
seas ;  yet  thou  art  a  man,  and  not  God :  therefore  I  will  bring 
strangers  upon  thee,  the  terrible  of  the  nations ;  and  they  shall  draw 
their  swords  against  the  beauty  of  thy  wisdom,  and  they  shall  defile 
thy  brightness ;  they  shall  bring  thee  down  to  the  pit,  and  thou  shalt 
die  the  deaths  of  them  that  are  slain  in  the  midst  of  the  seas.  All 
they  that  know  thee,  among  the  people,  shall  be  astonished  at  thee ; 
thou  shalt  be  a  terror,  and  never  shalt  thou  be  any  more." — Chap.  xxvi. 
Ezekiel  adds,—"  They  shall  destroy  the  walls  of  Tyrus,  and  break 
down  her  towers :  I  also  will  scrape  her  dust  from  her,  and  make  her 
like  the  top  of  a  rock.  It  shall  be  a  place  for  the  spreading  of  nets,  in 
the  midst  of  the  sea ;  for  I  have  spoken  it,  saith  the  Lord  God,  and  it 
shall  be  a  spoil  to  the  nations." 

Other  minute  details  are  connected  with  this  prophecy,  which  the 
limits  of  these  Notes  will  not  admit  of  exemplifying ;  enough  has 
been  already  said  to  cany  conviction  to  every  candid  inquirer,  when 
the  accomplishment  of  these  predictions  are  remarked. 
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Hadrianus  Parvellerius,  a  Jesuit,  and  master  of  Arabic,  who  resided 
ten  years  in  Syria,  had  often  been  heard  to  say, — "  That  when  he 
approached  the  ruins  of  Tyre,  and  beheld  the  rocks  stretched  forth 
to  the  sea,  and  the  great  stones  scattered  up  and  down  on  the  shore, 
made  clean  and  smooth  by  the  sun  and  waves  and  winds,  and  useful 
only  for  the  drying  of  fishermen's  nets,  many  of  which  happened  at 
that  time  to  be  spread  thereon,  it  reminded  him  of  the  prophecy  of 
Ezekiel  against  Tyre." 

Shaw,  in  his  book  of  Travels,  thus  expresses  himself: — "  Notwith- 
standing Tyre  was  the  chief  maritime  power  of  the  country,  I  could 
not  discover  any  harbour  of  extraordinary  capacity ;  the  port,  small 
as  it  is,  is  notwithstanding  so  blocked  up  with  sand  and  rubbish, 
that  the  boats  of  the  poor  fishermen,  who  now  and  then  visit  this 
renowned  emporium,  can  with  great  difficulty  only  be  admitted." 

Maundrell,  in  his  excellent  work,  states, — "  This  city,  standing  in 
the  sea,  upon  a  peninsula,  promises,  at  a  distance,  something  very 
magnificent ;  but,  when  you  come  to  it,  you  find  no  similitude  of  that 
glory  for  which  it  was  so  renowned  in  ancient  times,  and  which  the 
Prophet  Ezekiel  describes  :  its  present  inhabitants  are  only  a  few 
poor  wretches,  harbouring  themselves  in  the  vaults,  and  subsisting 
chiefly  upon  fishing,  who  seem  to  be  preserved  in  this  place  by  Divine 
Providence,  as  a  visible  evidence  how  God  has  fulfilled  his  word 
against  Tyre." 

Bruce,  in  his  Introduction,  states, — "  Passing  by  Tyre,  from  curio- 
sity only,  I  came  to  be  a  mournful  witness  of  the  truth  of  that  pro- 
phecy, '  That  Tyre,  the  queen  of  nations,  should  be  a  rock  for  fishers 
to  dry  their  nets  on ;'  two  wretched  fishermen  having  just  given  over 
their  occupation  with  very  little  success." 

These  illustrations  may  be  found  more  at  large  in  Bishop  Newton's 
invaluable  observations  on  the  prophecies,  with  several  others,  equally 
conclusive  against  Nineveh,  Jerusalem,  and  the  Jews — abstracts  of 
which  ought  to  be  found  in  every  seminary  of  education,  both  male 
and  female. 
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P.  31.   St.LX. 

"  Why  is  that  tuneful  lyre  so  long  unstrung, 
Which  once  its  '  Sacred  Melodies1  hath  sung!" 

Lord  Byron  wrote  the  Hebrew  Melodies  at  the  request  of  his  friend, 
Dr.Kinnaird.  Had  they  originated  in  the  inspirations  of  his  own 
mind,  as  the  notes  of  one  musical  instrument  are  known  to  vibrate, 
when  the  same  notes  in  another  are  sounded,  we  should  have  found 
some  of  the  sublime  views  of  Job,  David,  or  Isaiah,  the  burden  of 
his  Lordship's  song.  But  no  reference  is  made  to  the  great  plan  of 
human  salvation.  On  the  contrary,  sentiments  of  scepticism  meet  us 
at  the  threshold.  In  the  second  poem,  entitled,  The  Harp  the 
Monarch  Minstrel  swept,  he  sings — 

"  It  told  the  triumphs  of  our  king — 

It  wafted  glory  to  our  God — 
It  made  our  gladdened  vallies  ring — 

The  cedars  bow,  the  mountains  nod; 
Its  sound  aspired  to  heaven,  and  there  abode. 

Since  then,  though  heard  on  earth  no  more, 
Devotion,  and  her  daughter,  love, 

Still  bid  the  bursting  spirit  soar, 
To  sounds  that  seem  as  from  above, 
In  dreams  that  day's  broad  day-light  can't  remove." 

The  Christian  rejoices,  that  he  can  take  the  harp  of  the  Son  of 
Jesse,  and  tune  it  to  the  songs  of  Zion; — and  shall  he  be  told  that 
they  are  dreams  or  visions  of  the  night?  They  have  sustained 
thousands  of  pilgrims  in  the  journey  of  tribulation.  When  Luther 
was  threatened  with  the  hostilities  of  his  adversaries,  "  Come,"  said 
he,  "  let  us  sing  the  Forty-sixth  Psalm." 

In  the  next  poem,  entitled,  '  If  that  High  World/  are  found 
strong  allusions  to  a  future  state  and  to  eternity,  with  some  sort  of 
feeling  or  assurance,  that  these  are  not  the  idle  dreams  of  fancy,  but 
interwoven  with  our  nature,  which,  trembling  on  the  brink, 
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"  And  striving  to  o'erleap  the  gulph, 
Yet  clings  to  Being's  severing  link." 

Nevertheless,  the  enjoyments  of  that  state  are  viewed  as  only  one 
degree  higher  than  the  pleasures  of  sense :  one  step  only  above  the 
Mahomeddan's  heaven.  They  consist  merely  in  that  communion  of 
hearts,  which,  however  it  sweetens  our  bitter  cup  of  life,  will  be 
of  secondary  importance  in  the  realms  of  unutterable  joy — where  the 
presence  of  the  Great  Supreme — the  contemplation  of  His  infinite 
perfections — the  society  of  the  heavenly  hierarchies,  and  of  the 
spirits  of  the  just  made  perfect — will,  in  their  glorious  combinations, 
constitute  a  happiness,  which  eye  hath  not  seen,  or  ear  heard,  or 
which  hath  not  entered  into  the  heart  of  man  to  conceive. 

But  by  far  the  most  ennobling  views  of  futurity  appear  in  the 
poem,  entitled,  "  When  Coldness  wraps  this  suffering  clay."  Here 
is  told,  that  to  the  disembodied  spirit — 

"  An  age  shall  fleet,  like  earthly  year, 
Its  years  as  moments  shall  endure." 

How  doth  this  hope  call  on  mortals  to  magnify  the  adored  name ! 

P.  31.   St.  LXI. 

"  And  turn  you  to  the  death-bed  of  the  just.'7 

Numerous  instances  of  death-bed  scenes  daily  occur,  sufficient 
to  convert  unbelievers,  if  some  latent  cause  did  not  counteract  their 
sacred  influence,  when  the  Christian,  with  an  humble  but  solid  hope, 
a  bright  but  chastened  assurance,  takes  his  farewell  of  all  that  is 
dear  in  life. 

From  innumerable  examples,  we  select  the  following  facts. 

Mrs.  Sarah  Parsons,  surrounded  by  all  that  was  requisite  to  make 
life  desirable — an  affectionate  husband — beloved  children,  whose 
education  she  had  watched  over  with  delight — friends  strongly 
attached  to  her,  she,  by  her  conduct,  the  fruit  of  Christian 
principle,  had  become  a  bright  example  of  its  sacred  influences — was 
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called  upon,  in  the  morning  of  life,  after  a  few  days'  illness,  to  bid 
adieu  to  all  terrestrial  scenes.  Sensible  of  her  danger,  and  in  the 
near  views  of  death,  when  her  endeared  relatives  were  in  grief,  she 
comforted  them,  and  in  the  midst  of  suffering,  sang — 

"  What,  though  you  hear  my  heart  strings  break, 

How  sweet  my  minutes  roll ; 
A  mortal  paleness  on  my  cheek. 

But  glory  in  my  soul." 

The  following  fact  comes  through  such  highly  respectable  channels, 
as  to  entitle  it  to  serious  regard. 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Mason,  of  New  York,  was  requested  to  visit  a  lady 
in  dying  circumstances  in  that  city,  who,  with  her  husband,  openly 
avowed  infidel  principles,  though  they  attended  on  his  ministry.  On 
approaching  her  bed-side,  he  asked  her,  if  she  felt  herself  a  sinner, 
and  her  need  of  a  Saviour  ?  She  frankly  told  him  she  did  not,  and 
that  she  believed  the  doctrine  of  a  Mediator  to  be  all  a  farce. 
"  Then,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  I  have  no  consolation  for  you,  not  one 
word  of  comfort.  There  is  not  a  single  passage  in  the  Bible  that 
warrants  me  to  speak  peace  to  one  who  rejects  the  Mediator  provided : 
you  must  take  the  consequences  of  your  infidelity."  So  saying,  he 
was  on  the  point  of  leaving  the  room,  when  a  person  present  said, 
"  Well,  if  you  cannot  speak  consolation  to  her,  you  can  pray  for  her." 
To  this  he  assented ;  and,  kneeling  down  by  the  bed-side,  prayed  for 
her  as  a  guilty  sinner,  just  sinking  into  punishment ;  and  then  rising 
from  his  knees,  he  left  the  house.  To  his  great  astonishment,  a  day 
or  two  after,  he  received  a  message  from  the  lady  herself,  earnestly 
desiring  that  he  would  come  to  see  her  without  delay.  He  imme- 
diately obeyed  the  summons :  on  entering  the  room,  she  held  out  her 
hand  to  him,  and  said,  with  a  benignant  smile,  "  It  is  all  true :  all 
that  you  said  on  Sunday  is  true  ;  I  have  seen  myself  the  wretched 
sinner  you  described  me  to  be  in  prayer ;  I  have  seen  Christ  to  be 
that  all-sufficient  Saviour  you  said  he  was;  and  God  has  mercifully 
snatched  me  from   the  abyss  of  infidelity  in  which  I  was  sunk,   and 
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placed  me  on  that  rock  of  ages.  There  I  am  secure,  there  I  shall 
remain  : — I  know  whom  I  have  believed."  All  this  was  like  a  dream 
to  him.  But  she  proceeded,  and  displayed  as  accurate  a  knowledge 
of  the  method  of  salvation  revealed  in  the  Gospel,  and  as  firm  a 
reliance  on  it,  as  if  she  had  been  a  disciple  of  Christ  for  half  a  century. 
Yet  nothing  like  presumption;  all  was  humility,  resignation,  and 
confidence.  She  called  her  husband,  and  charged  him  to  educate 
their  daughter  in  the  fear  of  God,  and,  above  all,  to  keep  from  her 
those  novels  and  books  of  infidel  sensibility,  by  which  she  had  been 
nearly  ruined;  and  on  the  evening  of  the  same  day  expired,  in 
fulness  of  joy,  and  peace  in  believing. — Extract  from  Dr.  Raffles' 
Lectures. 

Who  would  not  say — Let  me  die  the  death  of  the  righteous,  and 
let  my  latter  end  be  like  his ! 

P.  32.  St.LXIII. 

"  Graved  on  the  sacred  pages,  you  will  find 
Themes  for  the  compass  of  cm  angeVs  mind." 

Since  the  sacred  writings  of  the  Old  and  New  Testaments  have 
appeared,  what  a  vast  amount  of  talent  have  they  elicited.  In 
poetry:  the  Paradise  Lost,  of  Milton — the  Night  Thoughts,  of 
Young — the  Task,  of  Cowper,  in  Great  Britain ;  besides  several  on 
the  Continent.  In  painting:  the  Transfiguration  of  Raphael — the 
Lord's  Supper  of  Leonarda  de  Vinci — the  Fallen  Angels  of  Michael 
Angelo — the  Descent  from  the  Cross  of  Rubens — and  in  our  own 
times,  the  productions  of  the  late  Benjamin  West.  He  drank  deep 
of  the  celestial  stream  at  its  spring ;  in  his  gallery,  now  exhibiting, 
sixty  pictures  are  sacred  subjects,  and  these  of  the  best  class ;  his 
genius  enkindled  at  the  glory  which  surrounded  the  cross  —  it 
warmed  his  heart — it  elevated  his  devotion — and  the  powers  of  his 
pencil  delineated  what  he  felt.  Had  genius  and  talent  ever  thus 
directed  their  efforts,  it  would  never  have  become  a  question — 
Whether  the  arts  and  sciences  promote  human  happiness  ? 
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P.  33.   St.LXIV. 

"  When  shall  all  bend  before  Thee,  with  adoring  song?" 

There  is,  in  our  times,  a  movement  in  the  moral  world,  not  less 
miraculous  than  that  which,  at  creation,  appeared  upon  the  face  of 
the  waters,  when  the  fiat  of  Omnipotence  pronounced,  "  Let  there  be 
light,  and  there  was  light:"  for  it  is  remarkable,  that  the  ardour  to 
receive  the  Inspired  Volume,  is  commensurate  with  the  desire  to 
impart  it.  The  same  Almighty  voice,  which  spake  those  prophecies 
against  Babylon,  Tyre,  and  Jerusalem,  has  announced  that  a  time 
will  come,  when,  at  the  name  of  Jesus,  every  knee  shall  bow,  and 
every  tongue  confess.  Are  not  these  times  approaching?  Let  the 
most  prejudiced  inquirer  remark,  what  has  been  done  within  the  last 
twenty  years,  only  by  one  single  benevolent  institution — The  British 
and  Foreign  Bible  Society,  and  declare,  whether  the  work  be  human 
or  divine.  Upwards  of  a  million  of  money  has  been  raised  by 
voluntary  contributions;  the  Bible  has  been  translated  into  ninety 
languages  of  the  earth,  and  upwards  of  four  millions  of  Bibles  have 
been  dispersed  over  the  world — many  of  them  into  the  abodes  of 
idolatry,  infidelity,  and  vice ! ! !  Archimedes  contended,  that  if  he 
could  fix  his  lever,  he  could  move  the  earth :  this  institution  appears 
to  be  the  great  moral  lever  by  which  the  Almighty  Architect  intends 
to  subdue  the  heathen  for  His  inheritance,  and  the  uttermost  parts  of 
the  earth  for  His  possession. 

P.  34.   St.  LXVI. 

"  Illustrious  by  talents  and  by  birth, 
Return,  to  join  the  ranks  of  real  worth." 

Those  who  have  had  opportunities  of  searching  into  the  state  of 
society  and  manners  on  the  Continent,  will  join  in  the  wish,  that 
Lord  Byron  would  quit  scenes  of  dissipation,  which  have  a  most 
contaminating  influence.  Infidelity  has  produced  there  a  corre- 
spondent, and  dreadful  degree  of  demoralization.     Travellers  report, 
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that  at  Rome,  the  seat  of  the  Roman  Catholic  faith,  there  is  less 
attention  paid  to  the  several  rites  and  duties  of  religion,  than  in  any 
other  great  city;  but,  much  to  the  honour  of  our  countrywomen,  who 
from  various  causes  are  residing  on  the  Continent,  by  far  the  largest 
proportion  are  anxiously  desiring  to  return  to  their  native  shores. 
The  examples  they  see  around  them  have,  nevertheless,  some  evil 
influences;  for,  although  the  judgment  of  charity  forbids  to  condemn 
all  in  one  indiscriminate  censure,  yet  even  candour  must  allow,  that 
the  dominion  of  bigotry  and  superstition  makes  exalted  examples  of 
piety  and  virtue  rare. 


P.  34.   St.  LXVII. 

"  iVe'er,  since  pulsation  beat  in  heart  of  man, 
Has  such  a  forceful  tide  of  feeling  ran : 
Tide  of  benevolence. — " 

About  the  period  of  the  commencement  of  Christianity,  Britain 
begins  to  take  its  place  among  nations.  Her  history  proves  that  she 
has  preserved  Christianity  more  pure  than  any  other  kingdom :  in  no 
one  has  it  produced  more  powerful  effects.  What  other  nation  of 
the  world  can  exhibit  such  asylums  for  every  woe  that  flesh  is  heir  to? 
Witness  her  hospitals,  where  all  casualties  find  instant  admission  and 
relief.  Mark  what  provisions  for  the  poor  exist  in  every  parish. 
See  her  asylums  for  the  blind,  the  deaf,  the  dumb,  the  deranged,  the 
aged,  and  the  sick ;  and,  above  all,  remark  the  numerous  schools  for 
the  education  of  youth.  Contemplate  for  a  few  moments  that  most 
animating  of  all  exhibitions — the  annual  procession  of  the  children 
of  the  metropolis,  educated  in  her  parish  schools,  to  St.  Paul's ;  near 
10,000  of  whom,  with  double  the  number  of  spectators,  assemble, 
and  unite  in  songs  of  thanksgiving.  To  the  mind  of  sensibility,  it 
offers  delights,  which  words  would  in  vain  endeavour  to  express. 
What  was  the  Battle  of  Elephants  ? — what  was  the  famed  Olympian 
Games,  or  the  chariot  racings  of  the  Romans,  compared  to  this? 
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P.  35.   St.  LXIX. 

"  Oh  !  could  those  holy  martyrs  of  our  God, 
Who  sealed  their  testimony  with  their  blood ; — " 

The  numerous  cruel  persecutions  which  took  place  in  the  early 
periods  of  Christianity,  under  the  Roman  Emperors,  up  to  the  time 
of  Constantine,  must  have  entirely  crushed  the  rising  religion,  if  it 
had  not  been  from  God.  Most  authors  agree  that,  during  the  first, 
second,  and  third  centuries,  there  were  not  less  than  ten  persecutions, 
in  which  upwards  of  100,000  persons  suffered  martyrdom;  amongst 
these  were  several  of  the  evangelists  and  apostles.  It  is  argued 
indeed,  fairly,  that  martyrdom  is  not  full  evidence  of  a  religion  being 
divine;  it  only  proves  an  unshaken  fortitude  in  opinion,  instances  of 
which  the  superstitious  Hindoos  evince  towards  their  faith.  But 
when  it  is  remembered  that  many  of  the  early  martyrs  died  at  the 
stake  because  they  would  not  deny  what  they  had  seen  with  their 
own  eyes ;  it  will  be  found  that  they  suffered  as  witnesses  to  matters 
of  fact,  not  of  mere  opinion — a  difference  worthy  of  consideration. 
Could  Stephen,  the  proto-martyr,  see  that  religion  for  which  he 
suffered,  spreading  over  the  habitual  globe,  his  devout  heart  would 
glow  with  joy  unspeakable.  But  there  are  other  martyrs  besides 
those  which  suffer  at  the  stake  : — all  who  subdue  their  natural  passions, 
and  boldly  maintain  the  cause  of  truth  against  every  opposition,  and 
contrary  to  their  worldly  interests,  are  daily  examples  of  martyrdom, 
and  will  have  their  reward.  Among  these  may  be  reckoned,  those 
who  stand  forward  in  the  profession  of  religion;  however  exemplary 
their  conduct,  in  every  relation  of  life,  that  world,  which  is  unworthy 
of  them,  deems  them  hypocrites,  fanatics,  or  mad.  Alas !  were  they 
disposed  to  recriminate,  they  could  easily  make  it  appear  on  which 
side  the  madness  and  folly  is  found.  Even  the  sceptical  Rousseau 
could  not  refuse  his  tribute  of  applause  to  that  Christianity  which  the 
Infidel  rejects.  "  Where  could  Jesus  learn,  among  his  competitors, 
that  pure  and  sublime  morality,  of  which  he  only  hath  given  us  both 
precept  and  example?    The  greatest  wisdom  was  made  known  among 
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the  most  bigotted  fanaticism,  and  the  simplicity  of  the  most  heroic 
virtues,  did  honour  to  the  vilest  people  on  earth.  The  death  of 
Socrates,  peaceably  philosophizing  with  his  friend,  appears  the  most 
agreeable  that  could  be  wished  ;  that  of  Jesus,  expiring  in  the  midst 
of  agonizing  pains,  abused,  insulted,  and  accused  by  a  whole  nation, 
is  the  most  horrible  that  could  be  feared.  Socrates,  in  receiving  the 
cup  of  poison,  blessed,  indeed,  the  weeping  executioner  who  ad- 
ministered it :  but  Jesus,  in  the  midst  of  excruciating  tortures,  prayed 
for  his  merciless  tormentors.  Yes,  if  the  life  and  death  of  Socrates 
were  those  of  a  sage ;  the  life  and  death  of  Jesus  were  those  of  a  God. 
Shall  we  suppose  the  evangelic  history  a  mere  fiction  ?  Indeed,  my 
friend,  it  bears  not  the  marks  of  fiction;  on  the  contrary,  the  history 
of  Socrates,  which  no  one  presumes  to  doubt,  is  not  so  well  attested 
as  that  of  Jesus  Christ." 


P.  36.   St.  LXX. 

"  Byron,  farewell!  your  spirit  I  would  greet. 
Pure  from  its  stains — around  the  mercy-seat. — " 

I  trust  that  not  any  thing,  in  any  part  of  this  Address,  will  induce 
Lord  Byron  to  doubt  the  sincerity  of  this  sentiment.  No  one 
reprobates  and  deplores  more  than  the  Author  of  these  remarks,  that 
odious  spirit  of  bigotry  and  persecution,  which  stains  the  pages  of 
ecclesiastical  history. — That  "  Odium  Theologicum,"  which  affixes 
injurious  and  party  names  to  those  who  differ  from  us  in  points  of 
nice  and  curious  speculation, — whether  it  occur  among  Roman  Ca- 
tholics, or  Protestants,  or  High  Church,  or  Low  Church,  or  Dissenters, 
is  contrary  to  the  very  essence  of  Christianity,  which  is  a  law  of 
love  and  forbearance.  Nevertheless,  truth,  divine  truth,  is  not  to  be 
compromised  by  an  overwhelming  spirit  of  candour.  The  questions, 
Whether  God  has  condescended  to  reveal  Himself  to  His  creatures; 
and  Whether  the  Holy  Scriptures  are  inspired?  are  of  such  prepon- 
derating importance  to  mankind,  that  the  believer  in  them  feels 
himself  called  upon  to  use  nervous  language  in  their  defence.     If  any 
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thing  in  these  pages  exceeds  the  line  of  Christian  charity,  the  Author 
will  openly  retract  it;  for  he  well  knows,  by  observation  on  his  own 
character,  as  well  as  that  of  others,  how  prone  the  heart  and  rnind  of 
man  are  to  deviate  from  purity,  and  to  judge  unjustly.  Lord  Byron 
knows,  and  evinces  this  also ;  there  are  sentiments  in  his  Manfred, 
which  prove  it.  May  we  not  yet  hope  to  see  him  with  that 
manliness  of  mind,  decision  of  character,  and  insulated  feelings, 
which  he  possesses  in  a  high  degree,  come  forth  boldly  in  the  cause 
of  truth ! — quit  the  ranks  of  doubt  for  those  of  faith ;  listen  to  the 
invitations  of  love  and  mercy ;  and,  like  Saul  of  Tarsus,  advocate 
that  cause  which  he  once  contemned! 


OBSERVATIONS  ON  CAIN, 

A  MYSTERY. 


Cain,  a  Mystery,  demands  a  particular  consideration,  as  well  in 
itself,  as  from  the  agitation  it  has  occasioned  in  the  public  mind. 
Lord  Byron  asserts,  in  the  Preface,  that  "  the  Book  of  Genesis  does 
not  state  that  Eve  was  tempted  by  a  demon,  but  by  the  serpent." 
But  the  Volume  of  Revelation  must  be  taken  as  a  whole,  not  par- 
tially ;  and  reference  therein  is  made  to  that  Old  Serpent,  the  Devil, 
who  was  a  murderer  from  the  beginning :  therein  also  we  learn,  that 
Satan  was  permitted  to  assume  divers  shapes  and  appearances  to  ac- 
complish his  purposes. 

Lord  Byron  farther  observes,  that  there  is  no  allusion  to  a  future 
state  in  any  of  the  Books  of  Moses,  nor  indeed  in  the  Old  Testament. 
Can  he  have  overlooked  those  striking  passages  in  the  Book  of  Job, 
one  of  the  most  ancient  records,  where  the  sufferer  exclaims, — "  I 
know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth,  and  that  he  shall  stand  at  the  latter 
day  upon  the  earth ;  and  though  after  my  skin  worms  destroy  this 
body,  yet  in  my  flesh  shall  I  see  God :  whom  I  shall  see  for  myself, 
and  mine  eyes  shall  behold,  and  not  another." — Job  xix.  25,  26,  27. 
The  mind  of  the  repentant,  righteous  David,  is  oftentimes  wrapt  in 
the  joyful  anticipation :  "  As  for  me,  I  will  behold  thy  face  in  right- 
eousness ;  I  shall  be  satisfied  when  I  awake  with  thy  likeness." — 
Psalm  xvii.  15.  "  Therefore  my  heart  is  glad  and  my  glory  rejoiceth, 
my  flesh  also  shall  rest  in  hope." — Psalm  xvi.  9.  "  For  thou  wilt  not 
leave  my  soul  in  Hades." — Psalm  xvi.  10.  "  God  will  redeem  my 
soul  from  the  power  of  the  grave,  for  he  shall  receive  me.'' — 
Psalm  xlix.  15.  "  Thou  shalt  guide  me  with  thy  counsel,  and  after- 
ward receive  me  to  glory." — Psalm  lxxiii.  24.     Solomon  foresaw  a 
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future  judgment.  "  Rejoice,  O  young  man,  in  thy  youth;  and  let 
thy  heart  cheer  thee  in  the  days  of  thy  youth,  and  walk  in  the  ways 
of  thine  heart,  and  in  the  sight  of  thine  eyes  :  but  know  thou  that  for 
all  these  things,  God  will  bring  thee  into  judgment." — Eccles.  xi.  9. 
"  Then  shall  the  dust  return  to  the  earth  as  it  was  ;  and  the  spirit 
shall  return  to  God  that  gave  it." — Eccles.  xii.  7.  Not  less  clear 
were  the  visions  afforded  to  the  Prophets.  God  acts  in  the  great 
plan  of  human  salvation,  as  He  acts  in  nature  : — we  have  the  early 
dawn  and  the  freshness  of  the  morning  to  bring  on  the  meridian  day 
of  brightness.  Isaiah  inquires, — "  The  sinners  in  Zion  are  afraid ; 
fearfulness  hath  surprised  the  hypocrites.  Who  among  us  shall  dwell 
with  the  devouring  fire? — who  among  us  shall  dwell  with  everlast- 
ing burnings? — Isaiah  xxxiii.  14.  "The  righteous  is  taken  away 
from  the  evil  to  come;  he  shall  enter  into  peace." — Isaiah  lvii.  1,  2. 
Hosea  proclaims,  "  I  will  ransom  them  from  the  power  of  the  grave,  I 
will  redeem  them  from  death :  O  death,  I  will  be  thy  plagues ;  O  grave, 
I  will  be  thy  destruction." — Hosea  xiii.  14.  And  Malachi,  who 
closed  the  book  of  prophecy,  announces,  "  Then  they  that  feared  the 
Lord,  spake  often  one  to  another,  and  the  Lord  hearkened  and  heard 
it;  and  a  book  of  remembrance  was  written  before  Him,  for  them 
that  feared  the  Lord,  and  thought  upon  His  name ;  and  they  shall  be 
Mine,  saith  the  Lord  of  Hosts,  in  that  day,  when  I  make  up  my 
jewels ;  and  I  will  spare  them,  as  a  man  spareth  his  own  son  that 
serveth  him." — Malachi  iii.  16,  17. 

Lord  Byron,  from  passages  in  his  own  works,  it  is  evident,  is 
aware,  that  a  belief  in,  and  expectancy  of,  a  future  state,  was  general 
among  the  Jews,  with  the  exception  of  the  sect  of  the  Sadducees,  or 
infidels  of  those  days,  who  denied  or  doubted  the  resurrection  of  the 
body,  and  also  the  existence  of  angels  and  separate  spirits. 

The  appeal  to  Warburton  is  rather  unfortunate,  if  the  following 
anecdote  respecting  him,  from  Horace  Walpole's  Memoirs  of  the 
last  Ten  Years  of  the  Reign  of  George  II.,  recently  published,  may 
be  depended  on. 

"  When  Warburton  was  made  Bishop  of  Gloucester,  whose  doubtful 
Christianity,   whose   writings   and   turbulent   arrogance,   made   him 
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generally  obnoxious,  Warburton,  inquiring  of  a  friend,  what  the 
clergy  thought  of  his  promotion,  and  being  told  how  much  it  offended 
them,  said,  <  Tell  them  it  was  well  for  their  cause,  that  I  did  not 
embrace  any  other  profession. ' "  Futile  threat  of  egotism  and 
hypocrisy!  If  these  could  have  overturned  Christianity,  Judas  and 
Julian  would  have  accomplished  it. 

When  Lord  Byron  appeals  to  the  notion  of  Cuvier,  that  the  world 
had  been  destroyed  several  times  before  the  creation  of  man,  he  adds, 
correctly  enough,  that  '*  this  speculation,  derived  from  the  different 
strata,  and  the  bones  of  enormous  and  unknown  animals  found  in 
them,  is  not  contrary  to  the  Mosaic  account,  but  rather  confirms  it; 
as  no  human  bones  have  yet  been  discovered  in  those  strata,  although 
those  of  many  known  animals  are  found  near  the  remains  of  the 
unknown."  If  I  recollect  aright,  Cuvier  states  also  this  remarkable 
fact  as  the  result  of  geological  inquiries,  that  strata,  incumbent  upon 
each  other,  exhibit  fossil  remains  in  gradations,  corresponding  to  the 
order  of  creation.  It  is  however  to  be  lamented,  that  some  geologists 
attempt  to  subvert  the  truths  of  Revelation,  by  theories  as  diversified 
as  the  colours  of  the  rainbow,  and  as  evanescent. 

I  cannot  help  observing,  that  the  title, — "  Cam,  a  Mystery"  taken  in 
connexion  with  the  work  itself,  although  "  ancient  dramas,  upon  similar 
subjects,  were  styled  mysteries,''  is  somewhat  dubious.  The  mysteries 
of  Revelation  ever  have  been,  and  ever  will  be,  stumbling-blocks  to 
the  pride  of  human  reason.  Is  not  God  a  mystery?  If  He  had  not 
condescendingly  made  known  His  attributes,  what  would  the  most 
exalted  human  intellect  have  been  able  to  discover  respecting  Him? 
In  all  around  us,  and  within  us,  we  behold  the  most  demonstrative 
proofs  of  infinite  wisdom,  unlimited  power,  and  boundless  love. 
Nevertheless,  "  Who  can  find  out  the  Almighty  to  perfection  ?  Canst 
thou  bind  the  sweet  influences  of  Pleiades,  or  loose  the  bands  of 
Orion?" 

Lord  Byron  attempts  to  justify  his  publishing  of  Cain,  against  the 
opinion  and  remonstrance  of  his  friend,  and  Mr.  Murray,  his 
publisher,  by  saying,  that  "  If  Cain  be  blasphemous,  Paradise  Lost 
is   blasphemous."     This  would    be    but   a   weak   defence   against    a 
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crime  less  heinous  than  that  of  blasphemy.  But  justice  to  the 
memory  of  Milton,  demands,  that  the  examination  of  the  charge  be 
entered  into.  To  commence  with  Cain.  The  following  principles, 
it  is  premised,  will  be  an  equitable  mode  of  meeting  the  question :  — 

I.  Is  the  language,  put  into  the  mouth  of  Cain,  such  only  as  he 
may  be  supposed  to  have  used  in  his  unhappy  situation  ? 

II.  Are  the  impieties  he  utters,  repelled  by  sound  arguments,  for 
the  truth?  or,  are  they  suffered  to  rest  unanswered  on  the  mind? 

III.  Is  the  powerful  genius  of  Lord  Byron  most  eloquently 
displayed  on  the  side  of  infidelity,  or  in  defence  of  the  truth  ? 

The  drama  opens  with  the  morning  oblations  of  the  first  family  of 
the  human  race,  after  the  expulsion  from  Paradise.  Cain,  the  morose, 
sullen,  discontented  Cain,  refuses  to  unite  in  the  general  thanksgiving, 
as  having  "  nought  to  ask,  nor  aught  to  thank  for ;"  upbraids  his 
sorrowing  parents  with  his  birth ;  inquires  why  they  had  not  plucked 
of  the  Tree  of  Life,  and  thereby  enabled  themselves  to  have  defied 
Omnipotence;  accuses  them  as  the  cause  of  all  his  misery;  complains 
of  the  loss  of  Paradise  by  their  disobedience,  and  of  that  incessant 
toil  and  labour  to  which  he  is  doomed;  and  all  this  in  the  most 
bitter  language.  Could  it  ever  have  occurred,  our  first  parents  would 
have  had  cause,  indeed,  to  rue  their  fatal  fall,  and  have  been  tempted 
to  self-murder.  The  whole  of  this  part  of  the  work  has  a  strong 
tendency  to  weaken  parental  authority,  and  promote  filial  disobe- 
dience, in  a  most  injurious  degree.  Neither  does  the  record  justify 
such  speeches  in  the  mouth  of  Cain;  for  it  is  merely  stated,  that, 
"  in  process  of  time,  Cain  brought  of  the  fruit  of  the  ground  an 
offering  unto  the  Lord,"  probably  as  soon  as  it  had  been  properly 
matured;  the  charge  against  him  was,  that  his  sacrifice  was  not 
offered,  like  Abel's,  in  faith. 

Again:  Lucifer  is  introduced  as  the  first  communicator  of  im- 
mortality to  man ;  and  his  language  is  made  to  consist  of  the  most 
unqualified  blasphemy  against  God,  his  Maker,  doubting,  and  even 
denying  His  power;  charging  Him  as  an  "  indefinite,  indissoluble 
Tyrant,  sitting  on  His  vast  and  solitary  throne;  arraigning  Him  for 
making  man  as  he  is,   that  he  might    torture."     Not  so  would  he, 
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Lucifer,  have  made  him.  He  would  have  made  man  to  live  for 
ever,  in  the  joy  and  power  of  knowledge.  He  names  God — the 
Destroyer ;  claims  empire  with  Him ;  and  calls  on  Cain  to  bow 
down,  and  worship  the  fallen  Star  of  the  morning:  and  all  this 
in  the  most  nervous  and  eloquent  strain,  that  the  mental  elevation, 
and  excursive  imagination,  of  Lord  Byron,  could  give  birth  to. 

What  counteraction  shall  we  find  to  this  vast  sum  of  evil?  We 
have,  indeed,  the  repentance  of  Eve ; — the  natural  sympathy  of  Cain 
towards  his  beloved  Adah,  and  Enoch,  his  child; — Adah's  expostu- 
lations, faintly  urged,  and  an  acknowledgment  from  her,  that 
"  Omnipotence  must  be  all  goodness ; v  —  and,  lastly,  Lucifer's 
declaration,  towards  the  close,  that  Cain  alone  shall  come  back, 

"  Of  mortals,  from  that  place  (the  first  and  last 
Who  shall  return,  save  One)." 

Not  in  such  strains  as  these  hath  Milton  sung ! 

The  Second  Act,  although  far  less  objectionable  than  the  former 
one,  breathes  too  much  of  the  same  spirit.  Cain  is  again  introduced, 
as  cursing  the  "  Inventor  of  life,  that  leads  to  death;"  and  his  father, 
that  gave  him  birth,  for  eating  of  the  forbidden  fruit; — expressing  his 
ardent  desire  to  pry  into  the  nature  of  the  "  two  principles " — good 
and  evil,  although  the  result  should  cause  him  to  perish; — then 
charging  the  Almighty  as  the  author  of  evil.  Alas !  is  not  the  spirit 
of  dissension  in  families,  originating  in  the  depravity  of  our  common 
nature,  already  far  too  prevalent,  that  it  shall  be  held  up  to  view  in 
the  enticing  language  of  eloquence? — not  indeed  as  an  example; 
but  man  is  an  imitative  being,  and  vice,  seen  in  others,  is  thereby 
excited  in  ourselves:  the  frequent  contemplation  of  it  lessens  the 
horror  with  which  it  is  viewed.  The  legislators  and  judges  of  our 
country  know  this,  by  observation  and  experience;  and  if  Cain  be 
diffusively  read,  the  parental  tie  will  be  proportionally  enfeebled. 
Cain  is  represented  as  curiously  inquiring  into  the  nature  of  that 
immortality,  which  Satan  is  said  to  have  first  imparted  to  him,  and 
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an  anxiety  to  be  instructed  respecting  death,  his  inevitable  doom. 
Lucifer  pours,  upon  the  mind  of  Cain,  the  eternal  agonies  which 
innumerable  unborn  myriads  are  to  undergo. 

Somewhat  more  of  a  corrective  principle  is  found  in  this  part. 
Several  allusions  to  the  maxims  and  miracles  of  the  Scriptures  are 
brought  in;  the  spiritual  essence  of  the  soul  is  admitted;  and,  also,  a 
directing  Providence. 

"  Cain. — The  little  shining  fire-fly.  in  its  flight, 

And  the  immortal  star,  in  its  great  course, 
Must  both  be  guided." 

The  future  vast  amount  of  sin  and  sorrow  is  predicted;  the 
misery  of  that  being,  who  has  nothing  on  which  to  bend  his  regards, 
is  most  beautifully  pointed  out;  and  the  Act  concludes,  by  another 
example  of  Lord  Byron's  power  of  thought,  in  a  dialogue  between 
Lucifer  and  Cain,  abounding  with  impieties. 

Not  in  such  strains  as  these  hath  Milton  sung ! 

Dark  and  dreary  are  the  scenes  which  the  Third  Act  presents: 
not  indeed  without  some  fragrant  flowers,  scattered  amidst  the 
thorny  way;  some  springs  from  the  eternal  fountains,  to  refresh 
and  to  cheer.  Cain  preserves  the  same  unchastened  temper,  the 
same  ungovernable  hate  to  goodness,  and  bares  the  same  arm  of 
defiance  to  Omnipotence : — the  companion  of  Lucifer,  by  choice,  he 
drank  deep  into  his  spirit.  What  an  awful  monument  of  our  fallen 
nature  does  Cain  exhibit !  inscribed,  however,  with  this  imperishable 
truth,  that  none  are  so  sunk  in  the  blackness  and  horrors  of  guilt,  but 
that  they  exhibit  some  emanation,  however  faint,  of  that  primal 
purity,  in  which  they  were  created, — some  ray  of  that  brightness, 
which  shines,  unsullied,  around  the  eternal  throne. 

Cain,  with  a  heart  somewhat  softened  by  the  sight  of  artless 
infancy,  still  broods  over  the  loss  of  Paradise,  the  consequence  of 
his  Parents'  crime.  He  views  Enoch,  his  son,  the  "  young  inheritor 
of  a  world  scarce  yet  young;"  but  even  sleeping  innocence  cannot 
calm  his  agitated  mind — he  deems  it  better  "  that  he  never  had  been 
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born."  In  moody  sullenness,  he  yields  to  Abel's  solicitations  to 
sacrifice,  and  reluctantly  brings  to  the  Most  High,  of  "  the  early, 
beautiful  blossom  and  bud  of  flowers  and  fruits;'7  but  makes  the 
offering  in  such  insulting  terms,  and  accompanies  it  with  such  taunts 
and  revilings,  that  Deity  defied — who  rides  in  the  whirlwind — throws 
down  the  altar,  and  scatters  the  fruits  on  the  earth.  This  visible 
appearance  of  an  avenging  God,  jealous  of  his  honour,  who  had 
accepted  the  offering  of  Abel,  adds  fuel  to  the  burning  flame  in  the 
soul  of  Cain;  and,  in  the  intemperance  of  rage,  he  rushes  forward, 
and  destroys  the  altar  of  Abel,  his  brother,  "  as  a  vile  flatterer  of  the 
clouds,"  that  it  "  should  not  stand  in  the  sun,  to  shame  creation." 
Abel,  in  its  defence,  recently  hallowed,  as  it  had  been,  by  the 
symbols  of  the  divine  approbation,  steps  in  between  it  and  Cain, 
and  receives  that  mortal  wound,  which  brought  Death  into  our 
world. 

The  first  family  of  the  earth  assemble,  and  are  confounded  at  the 
spectacle  they  behold.  Eve,  in  language  so  unnatural,  that  it  is 
impossible  to  read  it  without  horror,  censures  heaven,  and  invokes, 
on  the  head  of  Cain  and  his  posterity,  the  most  dreadful  curses. 
However  partial  she  may  be  supposed  to  have  been  to  Abel,  and 
however  wounded  in  spirit  by  his  untimely  end,  there  is  something 
at  which  all  nature  rebels,  to  hear  a  mother  curse  her  child.  There 
are  some  vices  of  so  dark  a  shade,  that  it  becomes  baneful  even  to 
name  them.  Let  this  crime  be  numbered  among  such;  let  it  never 
meet  the  ear  of  mortals. 

The  character  of  Cain,  in  all  its  awful  and  responsible  consistency, 
is  thus  completed  in  crime  and  misery,  but  strained  beyond  the 
record  in  Holy  Writ.  Nor  is  that  of  Eve  less  so.  Somewhat  may 
be  allowed  to  poetic  licence ;  but  not  to  the  extent  exhibited  in  the 
Drama  before  us,  which  demands  severe  reprehension.  Dark  is  the 
catalogue  of  human  depravity;  why  add  to  its  enormity? 

This  is,  indeed,  to  make  of  earth  a  hell, 
Where  demons  sport,  and  damning  spirits  dwell. 

Not  in  such  strains  as  these  hath  Milton  sung! 


116 


The  more  pleasing  task  remains,  to  praise  where  praise  is  due. 
Cain,  although  he  has  quitted  the  bosom  of  his  family,  where  true 
peace  and  happiness  would  have  been  found,  to  hold  converse  with 
damned  spirits ;  is  not  insensible  to  the  endearments  of  Adah,  his 
beloved  wife,  and  Enoch,  his  infant  child.  In  melodious  accents 
hath  our  noble  Author  pourtrayed  the  sympathies  that  bind  our  com- 
mon nature.  Cain  knows  how  to  admire  those  "  little  cheeks,  whose 
pure  carnations  vie  with  the  rose-leaves  beneath  them  f  whose  in- 
fancy was  innocent,  and  whom  the  gloomy  Cain  would  not  accost 
with  ruder  greetings  than  a  parent's  kiss.  He  knows  also  his  own 
nothingness  compared  with  the  immemorial  works  of  endless  beings ; 
and  Adah  stands  forth  a  bright  example  of  maternal  and  conjugal 
virtues.  Towards  her  child  she  is  the  affectionate  parent,  a  character 
which  the  Omnipotent  hath  not  disdained  to  own ;  and  towards  Cain, 
the  friend  that  was  born  for  adversity  ;  banished  from  Paradise,  she 
murmurs  not.  In  the  allurements  of  a  happy  home  and  a  contented 
mind,  she  urges  Cain  to  seek  refuge  from  the  gnawing  spirit  that 
corrodes  his  peace ;  and  tells  him,  in  language  that  ought  to  have 
been  melody  to  a  husband's  ear — 

" Where'er  thou  art,  I  feel  not 

The  want  of  this  so  much  regretted  Eden." 

Urges  Cain  to  return  her  love,  and  that  of  Enoch;  reminds  him 
what  a  blessing  it  is  to  be  a  parent,  by  assuring  him — 

"  The  childless  cherubs  well  might  envy  thee 
The  pleasures  of  a  parent." 

She  gently  urges  him  to  join  in  Abel's  grateful  offering  as  a  means  to 
recall  him  to  peace  and  happiness :  and  even  when  atrocious  guilt,  a 
brother's  murder,  had  banished  him  from  a  father's  home,  and  ren- 
dered him  an  outcast  from  society,  followed  with  a  mother's  curses ; 
her  affectionate  regard  cast  a  brightness  through   the  overhanging 
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gloom ;  she  adds  not  to  the  chidings.     When  Cain  inquires,  if  she 
fears  not  to  dwell  with  him?     She  repli< 


" I  fear 

Nothing,  except  to  leave  thee ;  much  as  I 
Shrink  from  the  deed  which  leaves  thee  brotherless, 
I  must  not  speak  of  this ; — it  is  between  thee 
And  the  great  God." 

When  ready  to  go  into  exile  with  Cain,  after  kissing  the  dead  body 
of  Abel,  she  adds — 

"  '  Of  all  who  mourn  for  thee, 

I  alone  must  not  weep.     My  office  is, 
Henceforth,  to  dry  up  tears,  and  not  to  shed  them." 

And  notwithstanding  I  feel  it  a  duty  most  severely  to  reprobate  the 
spirit  of  blasphemy  which  is  put  into  the  mouth  of  Lucifer  and  Cain, 
in  language  which  it  becomes  not  mortals  to  repeat ;  yet,  I  readily 
acknowledge  that  the  deep  remorse,  and  the  direful  consequences, 
which  followed  the  crime  of  Cain,  afford  a  useful  moral — an  awful 
monument  of  guilt  and  shame. 

Nor  let  it  be  forgotten,  that  amidst  the  impending  darkness,  some 
gleams  of  sunshine  appear.  Adah  suggests  that  an  "  atonement  may 
one  day  redeem  our  race ;" — in  vision,  beholding  that  only  Name 
given  under  Heaven  and  among  men,  whereby  we  can  be  saved — the 
name  of  Jesus,  who,  in  celestial  accents,  assures  each  repentant,  re- 
turning prodigal — "  Come  and  let  us  reason  together ;  though  your 
sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  white  as  snow ;  though  they  be  red 
like  crimson,  they  shall  be  as  wool." 

It  only  remains  to  rescue  Milton  from  the  accusation  which  Lord 
Byron  has  most  unjustly  brought  against  him :  his  life  and  actions  are 
on  record.  When  the  cause  of  truth  was  violated  or  threatened,  he  was 
ever  foremost  in  its  defence.  When  the  peaceful  inhabitants  of  the 
vallies  of  Piedmont  were  the  subjects  of  the  bloody  persecutions  of 
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the  Roman  Catholic  Church,  his  pen  was  ready  in  the  defence  of  the 
sufferers ;  his  Sonnet  and  Letters  on  that  occasion  speak  his  senti- 
ments, and  flowed  from  the  heart. 

It  is  well  known  that  Milton  .wrote  the  poems,  "  L' Allegro"  and 
"  II  Penseroso,"  to  shew  that  the  mind  strikes  most  harmoniously  on 
those  strings  which  vibrate  in  best  unison  with  its  own.  And  when 
he  attempts  to  unveil  the  scenes  and  deliberations  of  fallen  angels, 
the  high  sense  he  entertains  of  the  justice  and  mercy  of  the  Deity 
shines  through  the  gloomy  horrors : — feeling  his  insufficiency  to  the 
mighty  task,  he  invokes  the  aid  of  that 

"  Spirit,  that  dost  prefer 
Before  all  temples  the  upright  heart  and  pure." 

That "  to  the  height  of  the  great  argument,  he  might  assert  eternal 
providence,  and  justify  the  ways  of  God  to  man."  This  holy  deter- 
mination pervades  the  whole  of  the  poem,  which  no  one,  of  unper- 
verted  taste,  can  rise  from  the  perusal  of,  unimproved.  He  tells  the 
doom  of  rebel  angels,  "  Who  durst  defy  the  Omnipotent  to  arms," 
and  lays  open  the  councils  of  Pandemonium.  Satan  breaks  an  awful 
silence  by  addressing  Beelzebub,  who  once,  in  the  happy  realms  of 
light,  clothed  with  transcendant  brightness,  outshone  myriads,  though 
bright;  "and  who,  with  immortal  hate  and  unconquerable  will," 
resolves — 

"  Never  to  submit  or  yield." 

And  vows  "  eternal  war,"  declares  it  "  better  to  reign  in  hell  than 
serve  in  heaven."  And  having  aroused  his  demoniac  followers  from 
the  stupor  occasioned  by  their  tremendous  fall,  calls  on  them  to 

"  Awake,  arise,  or  be  for  ever  fallen." 

Moloch,  the  minister  of  blood,  first  obeyed  and  led  on  the  rebel 
hosts,  at  their  dread  commander's  summons.     He,  above  the  rest, 
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u  in  shape  and  gesture  proudly  eminent,  stood  like  a  tower :  his  form 
had  not  yet  lost  all  its  original  brightness,  nor  appeared  less  than 
Archangel  ruined."  He  spake  for  war,  and  millions  of  flaming  swords 
unsheathed,  illumined  hell, 

"  Hurling  defiance  toward  the  vault  of  heaven." 
Moloch,  too,  spake  for  open  war : — 

"  Let  us  rather  choose, 
Armed  with  hell  flames  and  fury,  all  at  once 
O'er  heaven's  high  towers  to  force  resistless  way, 
Turning  our  tortures  into  horrid  arms 
Against  the  torturer ;  when,  to  meet  the  noise 
Of  his  almighty  engine,  he  shall  hear 
Infernal  thunder :  and  for  lightning,  see 
Black  fire  and  horror  shot  with  equal  rage 
Among  his  angels ;  and  his  throne  itself, 
Mixed  with  Tartarean  sulphur,  and  strange  fire, 
His  own  invented  torments." 

He  paused ;  and  Belial,  although  "  not  behind  in  hate,"  counselled 
for  peace  and  artifice  :  when  Mammon  urged — 

"  Either  to  disinthrone  the  King  of  heaven 
We  war,  if  war  be  best,  or  to  regain 
Our  own  right  lost :    Him  to  unthrone  we  then 
May  hope,  when  everlasting  Fate  shall  yield 
To  fickle  Chance,  and  Chaos  judge  the  strife  : 
The  former  vain  to  hope,  argues  as  vain 
The  latter:  for  what  place  can  be  for  us, 
Within  heaven's  bound,  unless  heaven's  Lord  supreme 
We  overpower?" 

Beelzebub,  "  majestic  though  in  ruin,"  next  arose.  He  tells  of 
"  some  new  race  called  Man,  about  this  time  to  be  created,"  and 
advises  that — 
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"  here  perhaps 

Some  advantageous  act  may  be  achieved 
By  sudden  onset,  either  with  hell  fire 
To  waste  His  whole  creation — that  their  God 
May  prove  their  foe,  and  with  repentant  hand 
Abolish  his  own  works.     This   would  surpass 
Common  revenge,  and  interrupt  His  joy." 

The    bold  design  pleased    highly  those  infernal  states,     and  joy 
sparkled  in  their  eyes. 

Satan,  with  monarchial  pride,  volunteers  to  undertake  the  arduous 
task ;  the  Stygian  council  dissolved,  forth  in  order  came  the  grand 
infernal  peer;  some  retired, 

" and  reasoned  high 

Of  providence,  foreknowledge,  will,  and  fate ; 
Fixed  fate,  free-will,  foreknowledge  absolute ; 
And  found  no  end,  in  wandering  mazes  lost/' 

Satan,  having  reached  the  confines  of  the  new-made  world, 
inquires  of  the  Spirit  of  Truth,  in  which  of  the  orbs,  that  shine 
around  him,  Man  was  placed ;  and  when  arrived  in  prospect  of  Eden 
(in  the  early  part  of  the  Fourth  Book),  utters  one  of  the  most  violent 
speeches  against  Heaven,  that  the  whole  poem  exhibits.  Speaking 
of  His  free  love,  dealt  equally  to  all,  he  adds : 

"  Be  then  His  love  accursed ;  since  love  or  hate, 
To  me  alike  it  deals  eternal  woe." 


Again,  in  like  spirit  and  temper : 

"  So  farewell  hope;  and,  with  hope,  farewell  fear; 
Farewell  remorse — all  good  to  me  is  lost : 
Evil,  be  thou  my  good." 
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Thus  have  I  selected  those  passages  in  the  first  four  books  of 
Paradise  Lost,  which,  taken  in  an  isolated  sense,  may  appear  to 
savour  of  impiety.  Oh,  how  pleasing  an  employ  remains ;  to  display 
the  holy  flame  which  glowed  in  Milton's  bosom,  which  enkindled  at 
the  altar  of  celestial  truth,  inspired  his  muse  with  unceasing  reverence 
to  God,  and  adoration  of  His  holy  name. 

"  The  devils  know  and  tremble  too, 
But  Satan  cannot  love.'' 

Satan  admits  the  strength  of  Omnipotence,  although  he  refuses  "  to 
bow  and  sue  for  grace,  and  deify  his  power." 

Beelzebub  acknowledges  Him  u  Conqueror,  and  of  force  almighty  ;" 
and  that  the  spirits  in  prison  were  "  doomed  to  do  his  errands  in  the 
gloomy  deep."  Satan  replies — owns  His  providence,  and  only  hopes 
"  out  of  good  to  find  means  of  evil ;"  and  to  seek  some  mitigation  of 
his  fiery  sentence. 

"  Chained  on  the  burning  lake ;  nor  even  thence 
Had  risen,  or  heaved  his  head,  but  that  the  will 
And  high  permission  of  all-ruling  Heaven 
Left  him  at  large  to  his  own  dark  designs ; 
That  with  reiterated  crimes  he  might 
Heap  on  himself  damnation,  whilst  he  sought 
Evil  to  others; — and,  enraged,  might  see 
How  all  his  malice  served  but  to  bring  forth 
Infinite  goodness,  grace  and  mercy,  shewn 
On  man — by  him  seduced." 

Viewing  their  sad  abode,  he  exclaims : — 

"  Is  this  the  region,  this  the  soil,  the  clime, 
Said  then,  the  lost  archangel ;  this  the  seat 
That  we  must  change  for  heaven — this  mournful  gloom 
For  that  celestial  light? — Farewell  happy  fields, 

Where  joy  for  ever  dwells." 

R 
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When  aroused  from  their  lethargic  slumbers  by  the  voice  of  the 
arch-fiend,  there  appeared 

" ■  Godlike  shapes  and  forms 


Excelling  human,  princely  dignities, 

And  powers  that  erst  in  heaven  sat  on  thrones ; 

Though  of  their  names  in  heavenly  records  now 

Be  no  memorial :  blotted  out  and  rased, 

By  their  rebellion,  from  the  books  of  life." 

" Mammon  led  on ; 


Mammon,  the  least  erected  spirit  that  fell 

From  Heaven ;  for  e'en  in  heaven  his  looks  and  thoughts 

Were  always  downward  bent,  admiring  more 

The  riches  of  heaven's  pavement,  trodden  gold, 

Than  aught  divine  or  holy  else  enjoyed, 

In  vision  beatific.     Let  none  admire 

That  riches  grow  in  hell ;  that  soil  may  best 

Reserve  the  precious  bane." 

Satan  owns — 

" None  sure  will  claim  in  Hell 

Precedence ;  none,  whose  portion  is  so  small 
Of  present  pain,  that,  with  ambitious  mind, 
Will  covet  more." 

Moloch  fears,  lest — 

" Should  we  again  provoke 

Our  stronger,  some  worse  way  his  wrath  may  find 
To  our  destruction,  if  there  be  in  Hell 
Fear  to  be  worse  destroyed." 


Belial  tells  that— 


The  towers  of  heaven  are  filled 


With  armed  watch,  that  render  all  access 
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Impregnable. — Could  we  break  our  way 
By  force,. and  at  our  heels  all  Hell  should  rise 
With  blackest  insurrection,  to  confound 
Heaven's  purest  light ;  yet  our  great  enemy, 
All  incorruptible,  would  on  his  throne 
Sit  unpolluted ;  and  th'  ethereal  mould, 
Incapable  of  stain,  would  soon  expel 
Her  mischief,  and  purge  off  the  baser  fire, 
Victorious." 

And  adds — 

" Who  would  lose, 

Though  full  of  pain,  this  intellectual  being, 
Those  thoughts  that  wander  through  eternity  V* 

Again: 

" He  from  heaven's  heights 

All  these  our  motions  vain,  sees  and  derides ; 

Not  more  Almighty  to  resist  our  might, 

Than  wise  to  frustrate  all  our  plots  and  wiles." 

Another  fatal  truth  Milton  makes  known  : 

" Men  only  disagree 

Of  creatures  rational,  though  under  hope 
Of  heavenly  grace  ;  and  God  proclaiming  peace, 
Yet  live  in  hatred,  enmity,  and  strife, 
Among  themselves,  and  levy  cruel  wars, 
Wasting  the  earth  each  other  to  destroy1." 

Although  somewhat  foreign  from  the  present  examination,  I  cannot 
resist  to  introduce  here  a  striking  illustration  of  this  truth,  extracted 
from  Edmund  Burke's  Essay  on  Natural  Society : 

"  It  is  an  incontestible  truth,  that  there  is  more  havock  made  in 
one  year  by  men,  of  men,  than  has  been  made  by  all  the  lions,  tygers, 
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panthers,  ounces,  leopards,  hyaenas,  rhinoceros',  elephants,  bears,  and 
wolves,  upon  their  several  species,  since  the  beginning  of  the  world." 
In  a  similar  manner  might  I  proceed,  at  great  length,  to  illustrate 
the  fervency  of  Milton's  mind  toward  sacred  things,  and  his  faith 
in  the  truths  of  Divine  Revelation,  apparent  even  in  those  passages 
where  the  rebellious  spirits  constitute  the  principal  figures  in  the 
picture;  but  when  he  expatiates,  on  the  happy  state  of  our  first 
parents  in  Paradise,  their  fall,  their  penitence,  their  acts  of 
adoration,  and  the  converse  of  Holy  Angels, — his  mind  glows  at 
the  celestial  theme;  the  reader  catches  some  sparks  of  devotion, 
mounts  with  him  on  seraph  wing,  until 

" into  the  Heaven 

Of  heavens  he  hath  presumed  an  earthly  guest, 
And  drawn  empyreal  air." 

A  few  Illustrations  only  must  suffice. 

Milton,  with  a  veneration  of  Deity,  and  grateful  for  the  commu- 
nications which  He  had  made  to  mankind,  proceeds  to  state  the  fall 
of  man,  as  the  consequence  of  his  disobedience.  The  Deity  is 
introduced,  saying — 

" Ingrate,  he  had  of  me 


All  he  could  have :  I  made  him  just  and  right, 
Sufficient  to  have  stood,  though  free  to  fall." 

"  If  I  foreknew, 


Foreknowledge  had  no  influence  on  their  fault." 

In  like  manner,  when  our  poet  makes  known  the  councils  of 
Heaven,  for  the  salvation  of  man,  partaking  of  the  high  feeling,  he 
seems  to  have  tuned  his  lyre  to  the  celestial  harmony;  throws 
into  his  verse  the  fervent  thoughts  of  his  mighty  mind,  which  speak 
the  feelings  of  his  soul;  and  tells  that — 

" the  Son  of  God, 


In  whom  the  fulness  dwells  of  love  divim  . 
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His  dearest  mediation  thus  renewed: 

On  me  let  thine  anger  fall. 

Account  me  Man :  I  for  his  sake  will  leave 
Thy  bosom,  and  this  glory,  next  to  Thee, 
Freely  put  off,  and  for  him,  lastly,  die 
Well  pleased." 

The  Deity  accepts  the  sacrifice  offered,  and 

"  The  multitude  of  angels,  with  a  shout, 
Loud  as  from  numbers  without  number,  sweet 
As  from  blest  voices  uttering  joy,  Heaven  rung 
With  jubilee,  and  loud  Hosannahs  filled 
The  eternal  regions." 

Satan,  in  the  midst  of  his  threats  against  the  new  creation  of  God, 
acknowledges  that 


" He  deserved  no  such  return 

From  me,  whom  He  created  what  I  was 
In  that  bright  eminence,  and  with  his  good 
Upbraided  none:  nor  was  his  service  hard." 

Lord  Byron  represents  Cain  as  murmuring  at  God  for  the  restric- 
tion placed  around  the  Tree  of  Life :  Milton  makes  Adam  explain  to 
Eve  the  authority  of  the  Creator,  and  the  equity  of  his  will : 


" needs  must  the  Power 

That  made  us,  and  for  this  ample  world, 

Be  infinitely  good ;   and  of  his  good, 

As  liberal  and  free,  as  infinite, 

That  raised  us  from  the  dust  and  placed  us  here 

In  all  this  happiness,  who  at  his  hand 

Have  nothing  merited,  nor  can  perform 

Ought  whereof  he  hath  need :  he  who  requires 
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From  us  no  other  service  than  to  keep 
This  one — this  easy  charge." 

" Then  let  us  not  think  hard 

One  easy  prohibition,  who  enjoy 

Free  leave  so  large  to  all  things  else,  and  choice 

Unlimited  of  manifold  delights." 

How  consolatory  to  the  child  of  sorrow,  is  the  recollection  that 
angels  are  ministering  spirits,  watching  over  the  paths  of  the  righteous ! 
Milton  felt  it,  and  assures  Eve — 

"  Millions  of  spiritual  creatures  walk  the  earth 
Unseen,  both  when  we  wake  and  when  we  sleep." 

The  remorse  of  our  first  parents  is  strongly  marked — 

" They,  forthwith  to  the  place 

Repairing,  where  He  judged  them,  prostrate  fell 
Before  Him  reverent ;  and  both  confessed 
Humbly  their  faults,  and  pardon  begged  with  tears." 

God,  who,  on  all  occasions,  tempers  judgment  with  mercy,  com- 
missions Michael  to  banish  Adam  and  Eve  from  the  Garden  of 
Eden;  but  to  declare  his  will — 

" lest  they  faint 


At  the  sad  sentence,  rigorously  urged  " — 


To 


reveal 


To  Adam,  what  shall  come  in  future  days : 

To  send  them  forth,  though  sorrowing,  yet  in  peace." 

Then  was  announced  that  gracious  primeval  promise,  "  The  seed 
of  the  woman  shall  break  the  serpent's  head;"  which,  like  a  beam  of 
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light  divine,  dawned  on  the  patriarchal  ages ;  in  morning  brightness, 
burst  on  the  mind  of  the  rapt  prophets;  and,  in  the  fulness  of 
time,  had  its  accomplishment  in  the  Birth,  Crucifixion,  and  Resur- 
rection of  Christ  Jesus,  as  the  Saviour  of  SinneTS,  whose  future 
advent  was  announced  to  the  Evangelist  John,  in  the  Isle  of  Patmos, 
where  angelic  hosts  sware — "  by  Him  that  liveth  for  ever  and  ever, 
who  created  heaven,  and  the  things  that  therein  are,  and  the  earth, 
and  the  things  that  therein  are,  and  the  sea,  and  the  things  which 
are  therein — that  there  should  be  time  no  longer." 


FINIS. 
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